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FRAGMENTS AND FANCIES. 



MIDNIGHT THOUGHTS. 



Night — Night and Silence and deep Shadows round. 



For 'tis at night we feel its grandeur most, 

And in its veiled Immensity are lost. 

Those distant worlds, that gleam in night's abyss, 

Call us, with voices full of power — ^from this ! 

Oh ! of yon Palace-dome — ^ye lamps divine — 

Ye full blown flowers which in yon garden shine. 

That fairest Eden — ^left unto our love — 

That open Paradise spread out above. 

Ye fairest flowers of everlasting bloom, 

How pine we — 'mid the shadows of the tomb, 



And the great Universe without a bound ! 




r-2 

Your very sight can lift us o'er our fate; 
Within oui^4«fiislwnl»/]wg)tope^^^ ^gniloo} IIA 
Stran^ck8asipfifilifaigtht)ii£ ^^P^mBr^idffS/biimgha 
Aye I jiBqDbBid0€l^)jbstBtlK>iights$fjye)ifa^ 
Anctjfudina^lcindb^-trmd^ siol/ 
Our inmost spv3s4-»tBbifliey pioBrddd Acjbtf^ in A) oJal 
oBkn do yoBoiUf-^beblinsifliviteftetnnyiii bio ddX 
An^^ieaifi sA):6QeqdiUof I^i' slbr^dbodfl—dqoH bnA 
For most i^iwIS^t'iBiiiftesd^Bflrcti MftiEkctlbhfsn^^^n, 
And sitdgjjfll hnitfiyAmAief fflhafewryrftto tisd) nl 
The thirst of d^ic^l^gbarfazfaaAjUnh&d^Ql) jo^qas ^fiT 
Whiclrlj|iux«k^^«vb(^^ ihkleliedifeHbirtrabll HO 
O ! worlds d{yM$slltjE>d^Bfis'^ ii(iigtoia&d£p«(nt 
We feel tAere^5»€tt4luilbfi»inlitit«ti^ea^ nl 
When our freed ^mt3|l8faiii&n^mfe6gdiaQi^ oiaU 
To pierce thb Sifeittftl-MgrAiqieHlafbterBh^ 
They fboU imavi Bmot^->^9iitmBh4ibub^ 
They cbajtHH^ftaMaacI •ttrftgg^!^M»^^f^^»^*^ 



Digitized by 



They shM^M immr^kmm^iii&^^ th^ 
Themselves ^€it^«li^^ahdk)ldri)^ikid^f^^t^^ 

;utii1 'Hjo 13^ o <iu fill nxij uli^i^. {'lov .iro/ 
All feelings deqMij^qid(gMri«Ifmr^ii9»t^ ni/bi7/ 

T&^gniiiloi^kiiiikearnberr^iledJatuk^abi^^ t^7A 
More Presem>Uilnt4heiF,^9^bit44-ailn^ 
Into that gslp^ bbti^oiif-i^ddkdtiSrfadhrqs imomni luO 
The old day^«aeliMlki^^efoId>dd^thk do wobiie : 
And Hope — ^UwtAuf) idle icTO^jT' Ibpe^^^dd^ spcU^iA 

In that swetc^ritefy ^faBBfa^nAiiAi^^ Inhightia biiA 
The aspect ^fi4h&iititt«BdsfiiBd|(^ii^vl£gibio idiub oif 
Oh lliieifjfaBeJila&il^hMr '(i)ltti8ftbrd)dv«(|r^£xui^ 
Wkh^jeTTj^fadiiierfp^ . 
In midnigU'flufHdetjIioufe&fffefid lo^)^ 
Unto myfdiBaii»c>didjyaiditiri^ Lae-ii luo e 
E'en thei^>aJfliCNii9alid''^^0i?;MH^ difydr-r j 
Se«iii@d'dat1&^rfdri^Uoivlien:^^ hamk bway. 
Ild#^td >^iM^ttt«|^^^ r^hWttiUngfa^down 
Upon my soul, with glory all your own — 

B 2 
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Like glittering stars, on sparkling l\eaving seas- 
Just raffled by some newly .risen bree^^ 
Till each bright star seems multiplied— and jpad%.^ 
As a whole heaven of stars !— thereon displayed— 
So the rich trouble of my restless thought. 
When once yoiir smiUng i^afice Ul^^ cji^gbj, . 
Lent but more lustre to your living beams, 
nil every hope redoubleiin,,iny drpamsn^l^^:— jnviul 
Shone gbdly forth— a^' restless *nd>p^telgW,. J 
Trembling with *pki)rfourTTj<iiid8ix|thjte^^lj'Ai^ 

And th9ijfi&tiMmipix9ffMb\xi^ s'hhiu ^lA 

Yes ! whemiJ^fop*»rdrJlfiirtmy3d^k^^^J^rfh ^(b nl 
That wGMixfimeriif)(V9MsTt^ n^riW 

Ye stjmrX 'iyt:^(w^li^wy^'^9m^ 

Awful aiiA'mmdxfmihm ^t-mm 3»'m«fei^ J nvj^^ A 
The Incompreh6nriHilili*sf)(>fijHft^Wf< ifiib j-^ib tuH 
Appear Embodwd inry^yhrftn? MftrivWt )t. ^: I! >t >po(IT 
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Tlie vefl^haS^slirpdtfd^'ye.' -Oh ? utiriven that veil 
That screens ybuV^iViysl^i-ies. Who shall tell your tale ? 
Though mighty Science hath indeed done much — 
Yet ihfeitt^'RdMfeti'^h'm^ srtie may nbt touch- 
Yet there «i*lMdtti^frtfiSfe ^He xmy ndt scan. 
In HeiVi^'S^u^tt^aBIf gloHouri plan ! 

Night— Silendft-^haKtows^Stal^, and trembling tears— 
For I muM!^»'«i[f Wfhink^lof bya-past years ! 
A^ria'klt^(hW«MtH^piistwkh- them—rapt^ fled— 
And hopes destroyed — and friends and feelings dead ! 
Anfl'HlP? llW*<W!«il% *httr nbw raltti from mine eyes, 
Are unlike {hdiie«Whfch'(H6pe so qurdkly dries. 
In the earii^t^ys' bey fentrhanted' reign, 
When ske i^n ekftYhi tfWay^^all grief and pain — 
Those tears wef^like th^ bright and glistening showers 
WHicfrfdlh^^ eardl? iri^sfufmmer's softest hours — 
And seem atf'bhce' to ttmr td radiant -flowers ! 
But these — that h€avtly aiid hiai^hly flow — 
These tell a stertier tale of gloomy woe — 
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A sombre and a melancholy tale. 
And more resemble the icy glittering hail — 
Which beats down the opening promise of the year, 
So darkly falls each deep and bitter tear ! 

The moon is forth — and, like a sorceress bright, 

She turns to enchantment all the dreamy night ! 

Thou fair — ^fair moon — the light thou shedd'st around, 

Holy and solemn, brings a peace profound 

Unto the long disturbed — distracted thought 

To which so oft vain torturing cares are brought ; 

And softly dost thou temper and controul 

The wild tempestuous workings of the soul. 

*Tis swayed, e'en as the sea — the haughty sea — 

Whose lightest sounds seem cries of " Victory" — 

Is swayed by thy most delicate influence. 

And made to serve thee with a zeal intense. 

'Tis bound in a most bright and lovely chain, 

Like that great ocean— o'er which Thou dost reign — 

The strength and grandeur of the unbounded main ! 




The powers of the old maiestic, tides-r-for they 

Still bend before.tliy calni triumphal! t sway ! , , 

Thou art their 4ife and soul— nsuprenae art thou, , , . 

f\fio\ t)in lo s^imoiq giiinaqo BrtJ nwoD ^i'tjcj (I:)iiIV/ 

And thy supremacy they jstill avow.. , r, ^ , , , ,^ 
^ ^ TiB9J isJJfdbiiB qgsl) ifoxifi AX^Si yl>I mb 08 

Even thus canst thou, with heavenly mastery bind, 
With chmj^gj^-^^qgi^^ipi^resd^s^pmd^^ 

And ^'^yfi^m^M%^'a^m^YM^iW^^k■x^^^ 9,f8 



Yea-^ven ^^^(^^.^l^^mWA b«r. yloH 
Of Feeling ^ of jj^oji^hj^n ^pj^e ^ ^ouip^^,, 
Submit themselves unto a rule, as mUd , . ^, 

As thine-Oh !f„%iyh^^„?gl^^ft?^4 HBM^.'yljlo. I,.,A 

The stars-^d^^l^ti^s^^^^^m^n^^^^^^^ 

Can chas*aw^;^p^^eng^|5 ^^mm\.BU\-iA o.o.lW 
Such as at times jj^,g^'s4.^p^gejgg^,^j^5e^ ^^^^^^^^ 
The spirit with §jgfi^„^4^ffl5^^^§jfie^,^,^^ 
Too apt thap,,^ri^js,^^g54^^f^g,^^^,„ 

Throuffh hidden paths to ramblC] — and .to dwell ,„ 
'Mid shades, whose gloom it strives not to dispel. 
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Oh weakness ! oh worst folly ! when , we know 

In what blessed channels our quick thoughts should flow — 

For there are glad and ^qpous certainties, 

For ever shining out before oiv eyes. — ... , ^ 

Bright certainties of heavenly t^gs swij^lime-rrr 

Beyond all things of earth — ^IL thin^ qf time. ! p 

Certainties of beatitudes and joys, 

That shall be ours — when this life's vile annoys 

Are all forgotten — if we fix oijr trusfc,,, , , 

High above this frail world^Qj^de^tJi i^i^dnst^^o - -'^ 

Shall shadows dark, round our vex d spirits frown, 

Where vainly Heaven s rich promises shine down — 

— liBCJg^F) Jcixind hrifi Ii/Htijij^d avovl but. 
Like stars o*er deserts — stars whose lovely light 

_ * t() tffopw B Jnd -; T)fiifijy1 lo Ilii bnA 
No wells of water there glass back as bright- - 

Reflecting each fair splendour of the sky, 

! sbidc ajkoilg iiv/o 'lisill ^yAW Vm^^A yui (if Ju9 
Trembling, as though with ^A^iV deep harmony ? 

ad ()3 in'^o? v'jih bib nod — ?//fib ladlo nl 
And shall this be ? Oh Folly F and Oh Shame ! 

5/i^'io4 los7/«<--fftBf)'id-9?n3'Drii /dl yd bf/^ 
Ours were the error all — and ours the blame ! 

,tri^ifn oDiov 7ln*)/i$j)d ?*')i<*ijT/ /d jqin bnA 

How do our early feejff^ l^fn^Wfl ^-^Ibi/of ) to r^nifn ri o ^ 

As we pursue in life our wildering way. 
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To leave full oft a yawning void behind — > 

A void e'en in the Heart — and in the Mind ! 

Unless new feelings — haply deeper still — 

The hollows and the channels rise to fill ! 

Into these hollows, and these channels poured, 

Till heart and mind are thus with fresh wealth stored. 

But, have mine early feelings died away ? 

No ! though, in sooth, they long have fallen a prey 

To shadowy Alteration's sweeping power — 

Changed — darkly changed— since their first wakening hour! 

Now hope seeihs but a flutter of suspense, 

O'erpow'ring — ^and distracting-— and intense ; 

And Love — a beautiful and bright despair — 

And all 9f Feeling — but a weight of care ! 

Each feeling's altered — ^yet they have not died. 

But in my heart like their own ghosts abide ! 

In other days — how did they seem to be 

Fed by thy in cense- breath — sweet Poesy, 

And rapt by Music's heavenly voice of might, 

To realms of cloudless uncreated light — 
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Now li)^^. §tmf^9iiy^img 4»**t^Jlg^^H»rft,»l^bte^ua^ 

O'er freezing snows oh^i^^Mgb mmtf^'hkr^t^lln biiA 
Vainly do Poesy aiid(Miliiflrboii'|r) brm 'jfiifi^nu*^ 1o bhow A 
Their chsjmf^^fjlhhk^ imm&od^tkiof^l t&dT 

Filled witbfWdvfebHegldj^iQtfimiPf]^ uorh aiT' 

iiliiijoiw xjfiioH Yrn nifbr// won irorfj Jaad bfiA 
Now Memory sti^q^lff^otfy^^tl)^^ to ^^'njyjiid wsZ 

And occupies anAjfiJl^j^fiiWtfft'ihft ^hp^kd uoih- ^ on » o/ 
Fast swells and>Bwe§flii^gfi^^v(^ jjufF 
On, on it R§ttm^^9tWftg^«a<flrflfe*-a»il^ /rn b'^-^nw;-! 
And did I deem #«A*<WlWd!p«f$j8oow jcdw ! A 

Too long condemned with torturing pangs to smart, 
A gloomy chaoft<?ifej|t§f|}fJ,(P>Q^jijorf trN)[/ib*rrn ai ^iid) siT' 
A wintery world with^oy9jJ *^tt^iGfiSSm lo i ioq^ odT 
Lo ! beneath Mwoi¥'j»c»ii«to tfcftlfbeW»i«&^ bnA 
Laughs into bright-etfifttJQIIro^pW^.. oib id'O 

Its wintery worl4fe|E^l^q|§Bfe^(^l^^gl|)^{rfor. srlj oJ sfirlW 
At once a worJ4i{^s||f|)miiridath^tte^»l^ ^ir^i i^^ybliw sriT 
Decke^cjiR Jt^?p^liJea|^j^.^^ <3,ft bn/ 

' I'.ji'.M':! fjj »i''vnii Mil rii 'br^io /IruB^ —^bj^tfl 
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And allfA^-^kffttlii^ftries dgtt^yftKr^lo i>ni\H;jii i/O 

A world of sunshine and c|fq«lAm#i»Wofe«K ^C'^'^o^I oL /lan\ / 

That long^ot^baBcnv^tf heaif0«hilhib)tg}filyo^fm{>^^> 

But, Memoryiii^9f^i\l^1imKm^t'^m^^ 

'Tis thou albi»ebcJMm^l|$iii^ ^J'>Ii' • 

And hast thou now within my Being wrought 

New Energies of Pa!«ii*b^itfA*^P'5{trfdtJ^>?^3 (lor.i >!/: h^/. 

No ! no !— thou haW*te r«It«k4ttdl«*Wtytt»i' >oo ^v^A 

That onc*4s«ite'^d^i«tett0jiby^fi^i8^ '-il'"'-^ ^'-'^ ^ 

Swayed my deej3»l^n«s-*dm6l«tet^*aft^^,^WW^ J' c'^* ^ 

Alas! what woestmS^^mff^ilm *f^^g^f '"^^^ ' 

'Tis thus in midnight hourl^>i#|)i<?pte^^ctewo^^ff^ vinoob^ / 
The sport of my^t^Kkg§3l M0ft[e,f^ti''' ^^^-^^'^ viojiii// / 
And shed^tt'lim^iAl^fh^ilbfJflbWilPg^^ rlJcoir^d ! <>J 
Cer the rememB«ftjfe/*#ib^ort«)5>«a»;Jf<S''^^ ^^^"^ ad^ujiJ 
While to the achillg4{8Btot^f'^tefip**B^J^let''to^^ ric^Sni^r ^t\ 
The wildest tears bt*ffg«ligbt>brtd*lltt;?rtoi4<t;io// jj yrnio iA 
And still tlie unanSsiim^ fe^ft^^pfpksa^A^I^^^yfc^ 
Bleeds— vainly bleeds in the unsolaced breast ! 
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I »Iiilf{| ) V» llul / I.I 

*Tis the sweet strata 4 faeftf^4iA''(^kys'^rfPyoreJ— 
That soft sweet Strath c^ls Ktfck'Hioliii^'dity^'once tnore, 
And while its blessed lA^eathings richly float, ' * ' 
Some long^lost feel?ngTSvA4rf ef^ty^ttfet^': • 
Oh ! were I blest as I of old was blest, 
These sounds might not distract the awakened breast; 
Then, then might I those strains untortured drink, 
But now each note seems an electric link 
To bind my present to my s6ad6wy*^past. 
With sweet, sweet shock, that makes me shrink aghast ! 
Not only floats this stram i* the haunted air. 
The Music of old Memories Irernttes^tfieifeV''^ * 
Aye — in the pale lilue liaunted air aroutid 
There floats a Music far past 
And for awhile its power tnumphknt 'flings 
Beauty, and Joy, and Glory b'^i airthings ! 
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Yet a pale Beauty — ^faint, and vague, and strange^ 
A melancholy Joy, and full of change ; 
And a most shadowy j(^orjr, i$uph as dwelk 
Round setting suns that smile their last farewells 
'Mid gathering^Ql<^^,gy^ich( gloomily forestall 
The >ippTO%s5h(0|vSig^#pd.:»W*ave^.pay's funeral-pall- 
Oh ! thou Swejfcgtr^jfl^J.l^i^rd and lovj^d of yore, 
Wake these vain I^j^c^es of the past, no more I 



Anil aiijoaia iw i^rrnoa oKm rfyji^) won Ji 

MOURNERS OF EARTH! , , 

c^eiiq 7yfohmU: ytn ot UiOfi^nq ^(ni brio o 

' jguri^jB Aniiik sm &^Auin iiuli ,A:)Oi\'i ie^w^. ,j'>4v/« thV 
Mourners. off Earth I — Oh.1 yewho,weep^ , 

O'er crushm^^rrcp^s d^rk and dp^I^^ ^^^^^ 



Ye who to Hope have bade farewell, 

DfftJOTR lUllj^linUfAr^lilO ^ 

Ye who 'monfi^stbsdoomiest shadows dwell. 
Oh ! but the Midniffht of your Sorrow , . , 
May have a fflad and glorious, Morrow !, , 
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There may be lKto«IW( nlti/ana^tM«i9<{ I'^uoiM/. 
And cares, t]^md»m-wi^repoim\ qj'>b n onij.^.o'J 
In this straAgt3ii(H|d4'iil»d&da3e^ifla^'tifi j't loi 

But ok$r|^itt(^A}/iii»f«ksil§pSrdi9ii dvoJ disll 
And fl*^i4l6^3$t;^fiett(/ii9ie'kU^ ^rii^IoddO 

Mourners bfi£iik^h|»it:b«^0lj»idA* |fBBipnirioI/I 
Though now ^^lifriildScWhh[4AffgiHBk i|ittm,woH 

Is not a heaxfeV^ifei^fe f^iiiif^i^nndo lo t^sxifd odT 
Than theirs who Ti<}ft^3dyi*i*<h<^^tjiiw 3'^ bniia 
Those i*«to«!Wasydil^K ftJth'trtWlbSng^i oisilT 
For eH>fetWtfcrfflli^f8&*iys^int*fl^ Jud rfoidW 

Seeking to maKei'Sfec^iffiilif««Pbilfef«3 '^o aismuoM 
Their hearfs^a^JHb> «li¥'afefitiliii^^««lvi[?v/ giT' 
Tim^ktf'ttfe»feji^4i^fe#%^fehfi^fii dguodj mm 
In this dim ^()to?#ei§f '^lAdl^ftiMqAii&sil^fi^^^ ^nO 
More^^ifc^l[^iicj)|(tt3»kft^Wplgi(*b^ ^nO 
A rich— biif^t^r(^mihlhgns>k«»r8?i''d jd^iM 
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Although pQWMf^lnryMre^tMNNk <>d 
Costing a deep poooq^noWf^aodiof^Jli ,?'> ijt/j JjriA 
For feaifu^EAi{i^8faefii«ivt-j^ s[di nl 

While Deatb^^^wd €ftitingc^mMl^EHm^A^jn^ 
Here Love a]^Qe^jH^ei^i<Ad>inQl)flfog^o JuH 
Checking the^iiiBeftibiM^sc&Vfij^'ji^ hnA 

How.jenBurjr tf0«gl»A(jfhocbtt^l«fti^ won rft^uoiiT 
The blaze of changefuUiy& S^^cP^'-Si/Borf r am ^l 
Blind ye wi;foi|p,^9ji^^bfffirn--orfw ^ib^di irndT 
Tliere is,gnBltfaWi)vbi*b IJM^nbb§M9W«bi oboHT 
Which but thd 'loi 

Mourners of EtfShidni$^y«*ft|ptbXgin o3 gnivls^a 
'Tis yfe]iJmaa^i^f^mm^^^ J^ tit)HT 
What though thpj^rfd^Ml%^fei8{j,f3^iiB,^u^{j^4j^ 

in if) aulj fil 

One breath D£jJef»s§h^ft,Jj|3e«b(^f,igJp<Ji^ 
Might bring.(f}Et.^«p§fflrf5|g^,§^fsftjlj|. 
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Then, Mourners I still be Mourners here, 

Joy hath its bane — and Hope its fear ; 

But Joy and Hope no more shall shine 

With light deceitful as divine. 

To eyes of agonizing weeping. 

Which meet kind glances but in sleeping. 

Mourners of Earth I — Oh I ye who *ve lost 
The Dear Ones that you cherished most. 
No offices of tenderness 
May now your crushed existence bless ; 
But they are saved from grief and mourning. 
For whom your heavy hearts are yearning. 

And still in Heaven they claim your love, 

And draw your faithful thoughts above. 

Earth's mightiest affections fail. 

And all our feelings are but frail ; 

But where the awful grave hath bound them, 

A holiness seems to surround them. 
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Then, th&fH^ ^6- mtfthf kn^i kk>kV ^nud words 
May wake ymit^li^rtAl^flUflkiepdi^^ehords, 
Nor all the lO^ tt%fU^^«hi^ mipt^' i 
Thrill ye with glowing<iifi^piiidsspijr>. j ^i* ;> 
From many sources •^jite Viii^hdii^ow^ 
A solace l^'5tdll^^he^ii^^>6^tv)«i^'t 

Thougbj^^haj^less^^Gites ! fi>r you^^tfe trtte 

Morn's radi^Vt «kfei "stAiWvKnHy Wde, 

And gloomy seems that grtfdibife Ito^ 

Which gloriflSei^^hg'^Hg tn*ab^*r, 

And Ms all^^th «ri^ Hl6o»^^aiia'i$^6^)ess, 

ForyouHt'flferWitW^MfeASerfflte^Irt^^ 

That hour, iinSt'^A th^ tfotrd^tteV^fe 
So swiftly and id s6oh-^Alks ! 
Ye gladly speed upon tfigir flight-^ ' 
For Life— for Day-^is Death an<*'?%ht 
To y6— whose hojpes are goite before ye. 
And like the fai* stars— ^smiling o'er yd 
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All things for ye* bpwevii^r glacU / ,.i I 

Have somethio^.jp.tbm SQ^ and /.(i.oi \n\f 
There is a clou4,fcr .^Y^ry^r^- ,.1- -Mil (.n/ 

That laughs out cwv. a i^n>ffl?<s,d^^jr.5w; „h I 
In the Swp'f? cj:;Qyy9i^jg , / 

Sound like lqrn.;^Ipfcpfs. la$t,.r^plyipg^ , iT 

All things for ye gri/^ffloyqlu^^^p^affi. . w . . i I 
Save one thi^grrin.pft^lf ipo(|V4«?aP?i i. . « a - A\ 
That lQi|es-h-r^W6^'f9P.iy^i<» g^Wj » " • . . ^ fi,n 
That saddest thiiig-WrEwtlHrtbe T^inb^ / 
By you, the lijs^)J^.bi!4)kett.Jbc»rt^ ,i a . y^^y 
To a^bffighit temi^^'tia contept^! • ; J m I 

Though Momimg wth ber stingiftl ajl n, f ' .U ) 
Hath underloneaiiii (her. jbliliabdtftll) ; ; > ■ niui// 
And shadows of dteep.gJopitt .ye aee>; j , ^ , t .ki / 
Where nOi dkn mouifnM .shadows be-*r^ • f ^ • T 
The Nighty . whm the long Day kl enidedf \\ n.n 
For ye more stari'y seems \ airid splendid. ^ . . i m / 
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The Night remindi'tolf'other'tWVigfe; " ' ' 
And many a'^i^ihg iftbi^ht'lt'bi^rrfgi,' 
And lifts the MournaFs^eart ^tidsre; " ' 
Upon the win^^of ftJth'khli lo?^ ? - 
Yes — SVHlIfe^the immbital stkfs at'e fehinihg, 
The wretched cfeasW tliilr fdndf t^plning. 

The ever gloi'ibus Siih of Da^ ' ' 

Decks the glafl Eatth iki bright arriiy, 

But these sweet 'Stttfs, ii^ith theii*'fkint light, 

Attract t6"Mdaven thd yedrn}rtg"sight, 

Soon as their ^ft rdgn* is beginning, 

To Heaven the thdughts and feelings winning. 

Oh ! Earthly Hope J say^ what art- thou 
Whose charms still o<mntless hearts avow, 
A meteor gleaming among tombs, 
To show their terrors 'mid their glooms ; 
But Heavenly Hope ! thou shin'st and soarest, 
And at the Eternal Throne adorest 
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Mourrt6i4*PBilj'{h'!i^i*hihM»"<lirf>S»telP'J''« '^^ 
For'y<i'bA «d^'yi€lT*6afe'Wywe8j»'"-'"' I -"" 
To tdtri^dltrntt« !ig6bfeih)^«y»y ''"'^ Jiiy.i»:''» l"- 
On tHfericlVbliiiH'bFMbrBlBP'aiM'' * 
And fix youUhcrti^Hfe-'ithe saff>aifdM«i^ly,' 
On Heaven arttf'tteiittertljj P*Bs(|Wcte<«»lyi!l"l""'^ 

illii •[ ■(> r.i i< di!/' t(,ii 'V/oI y iilJ ifTjiloill .■'»"// 

I' ■ . .; <"iiri I > ^i.'Mii)t jili Jiiii ;)/()! /_*)((t flyuod'l 
-ii: ill iij -iiuiifii.iol /tiijira ;>ii'l 
"■ "I ■ ii..!. V t il'.iiol.ij :i.uiil / 'lit 'ijiilw fi'j/.i 

Oh! I^vacbath]jb99itoidfiL«^ bn/ 
Sorrows foi* enolt UeanH+ijdjlsleterfnBiir biiJ to ^ii r4iiijr>l .>ri'1 
They who from dqab^winA slriCb^Hndai^^aga itukkbpy^ l ; 
Must fly froid;>Lo?^4+4Md)ibahq hiR)juiteiAl(3t;i)j//'^bi;/i<ii J 
Hoard up^hfib ^HeiirdsxiiibcipafcidouBJQ^ njiIV/ 
Nor let them flow to ^istft^itttilLli^^ifiite^^ e:Ji Hb briA 
Then shaB ^ehb hateyt)<f Jfcrfe4rfaffei*tt(^i^^ oaodT 
Brood o'er them— adi>>lhl*(¥T(MlW§hrtlJb^«^f{edase,>i^^ 
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And o'er ihen\,p^j^ai\,fif^i}^ 

Of the EverlasUnggT^lP^^Jyrfrfifefn*^ ]U>^^ ir.'I 
All fraught with breatfel^ 

And calm shall bg.jfeip'ggfi,.WM* Tftlflli^bf Vf n( ) 

Who thus wj|l>f^v|sBf^f,c^E^ ^\^\^m9n,r A\ !. ./ 
The fearful 'syjfflip f>fjQf^^J pft^^rtiiHhJnr .1 1 n( ) 
Aye, though they love not that which is of Earth, 
Though they love not the things of mortal birth, 
The mighty fountains of the Heart still flow, 
Even while they move through this dim world below. 
They \oy^{i^\^&^}f^<hukitd^ mWJdokA 
To things from All Life's vanities apart — 
And whilcvutis 8anned(frohi!iAG0|»JnCbiiire^uli«rbe^/i> I ! tiO 
The fountains of thd I m Mti w rtal ^Hi^artoHlaH Hasm -.//o i jo^ 
(Tp^i|ifidcien ay^-^tioBSpfSeas iLi^H^)!) uk^t^ ori// /-a' r 
Unshadowed, I^i3i»i<£|^d pfiitshtdarMsi^^ /ft i <j.>1/[ 

When Life^tidaTbiaaiHuabkiBg^i^ iuioll 
And all its c^fa^«ialt0;AWiIriiai(aiwty) cj v/.,r) m-Ah : i. x^ /i 
Those fountaistSf^miiyj bdT©^pli«dM*bi«ffi^Yf?il drtfe^^ifi. ^\ » • ' 
And th^y^8h«U.^ji5rilite{OTr($Iftri?ri(J|i4ftTTr- 
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When shines that Ught of hel^vtii^hiirkilc^gK^ * 
Over their wboUj exlwadc^wHrtroBf^ to • ' 

Ix)ve's wonderous pwaew o*ii»*^a^ * ^ 

"Tis Heaven hath kii«a« UiCto thi«Ugh»mti*ft^Whblfc: ^ ^ ^ 
With all our boun««6 fimag--IJiiw i» blci^ ^ - * -^'^ 
And we are chwitd^l^ bofidf ftrtifi ^ea^ TGOUi ' ' 
And EartMf LdtdWeniEkrlMy ILoMBC^^ ^ ^ 

The spirit high o'er Life's distracted ipaaz?^' i. i A 

And to the Heamify Love, tfaepntie iadeed^ ' ^- » -'^ '^^ * 
May brightly and with ftne gradations learf; I to y • / 
And when' lli€^ gIdtioii6 twim together twiofte^ i 
They both appear <^eD ^equdly-diviBiei' in'.-.v . »J> 
Yea, and in sooth,. wiveiie.sn&x!in|^iflndii)ir^M^^^ ' i>'>^ 
From Love may darkly Sfiriiig ^and' sadly* floiily' I > 
Even there doth something pvectous aadiaugim : - « ' 
Lift the rapt soiil'ab^yue tt« coil ^bfclasti;. ^ • j »^ .u« : J ' 
Then say not Love, even Earthly Love, is vain, 
Though it may lead to wretchedness and pain. 
To dark regret, and many a gloomy ill. 
Oh ! Love's the Soul of Heaven's creation still ! 
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Its.va^y-tesi^ ane^pn^Ous A6vdiM3<stan^ 

Which shine abovfiidajSi^Ae^ d^wa £artb's vile jftr» ; • • ( . 

These spakrUi^ like flthm^l'^kaa^ .. , ) 

Fittedlfob;bmghl^M4<b^^^3^'*^^^ ! 
Oh ! say not Jjosid ia mn4-it iBjodt ^aid* . 

Death shall grr&iiptto itiibis pkwer aild>9eign; 

The YforlA^sAeSmH^Trnt, Fitc% ^Ih.slirvitcv ' i > 

And everlasUngljrvBijDicingt li^^ I • . . I 

Though it may> citiise at itemed the- deadliest gtief^ • / 

Yet of Earth's, of {bte$MP^ 'ti$t the olmf I > I / 

Though it may;riii8kQ theicbaat^^n^ boflom sBftHi't^ ' / 

And deeply wound thehnhi utiaijswered h&apfy, •! < >• ^ i i 

And checkr'tbe sfMriitiwitilp'.a itlorti^ h .r i' 

Yet love's the' touli of tlMSiQttail^n/»£U! , . •> i (di i 

"Hs still a glQ^iaufeMdiiai»iO(i(t^iSyii». i- d )!. * ii n > ' I 

Although at times,. itPisboda^ia clouded. dncti) '.i.i • i - !t. 1 

'1 . • .»J ..-.] ./.... 1 . .'I r !• .li I 

till I;. I » J -^li ..T M /• . - . I. '-i. .1 f. HLilcil r 

IllJ. ..■ (!J • .1 .M- II * ■ ; . ..II '...Xl ' ■!( ) 
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AN EVENING PROSPECT, 

Fair, fairest Prospect — ^fairest hour, 
When slowly over tree and tower 
The light full softly wanes and fades, 
As though the sunbeams turned to shades ! 
Now, dewy gems are scattered round 
Meet for a Monarch robed and crowned 
With sweeping state and jewelled vest ; 
And still these gems might shame the rest 
The scene seems like a fairy world. 
With Evening's stainless dews empearled ! 
Fair, fairest Prospect — fairest time, 
Still fairer than the hour of Prime — 
While all is dusk, and all is soft. 
And gende breezes whispering, waft 
Sweet tidings from the Stars, that come 
To smile and shine away the gloom. 
Dear is the Evening's tranquil hour 
In the domestic household bower. 
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The Evening's peaceful hour is dear 
Where shines the fireligbtVglow to xsheer, 
While smile around the happy hearth 
Young faces mantling>o'er with mirth, 
While many a pleasing <tale is told ' 
Of fairy-charms and geniii^ld; ' - ' 
Of history too, and travelled Jore-^ » 
A rich and ever varied store ! 
But Evening's hour is far more fair " 
Out in that .fresh sweet open air^ ^ 
Where play the Summer-breathing gales, 
Where floats tl^e hum from populous vales, 
And gracious glooms and slumberous shades 
Spread softly as the daylight fades 
Though there, to gladden and to cheer. 
No firelight glow shines bright and clear. 
Fair, fairest Prospect — fairest hour, 
The dews gleam out o'er bank and bower. 
On quivering leaves and drooping stems, 
More lovely than the mine's rich gems, 
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Those splendid floveti •of: dwitiiierJBiiPth, ' 
Not doomed to«|i^ridkfrmi>dHirinndi;i : / 
That never. drot^^ thAtoiaiw'fiidei^) /i •."1 
Ever in f^arkm^lif^^LiinffeiJ • -i" / li- 'it it i.' I 
Beautiful — beautifiil are theyv ' »^ ^- i 
Nor destined onte qifcitttrdeBay'^ i/:i'i/'> t-^.-i'i/O 
Ever full-blown and ever fair, 
These splendtd>floiv«tyitMBt flouriBii' lttM«;' ' ' '^^ ^ 
Deep in the^dtti^k ^EaMh^fe sd^ret bretts^''- "'^^ 
Untouched — ^unchangikt^h iradittitt*<iperif^ ''^^ 
Oh! everbeautifotaiiidbrig^* • ' ' -^^^ 
Those prsoiobsthiiigi of wlidiligHt}''> ' 'I 'n / 
But these patk dfews^ore^dt move fair ^'x^^ i ' * < i 
Out in the fwdk Mneet b^'aff<$ ' *^ ' 
Stillloveliery<fbierge«i8arelhe«e'' - / -^^ m.I// 
That tremble tb ^afih p^ng br^^'^ " 
Though, uMike tbosd'tliak riWilyitafe ' ' ' ^ 
The deep r^eesses of ^the mirie, • • * '"'i'- 
They sparkler their 4mef4itb tttea;^, '-i* l>'iA 
While glittering gledms^ each cokmred' rjMjrv i ) • i k 1 

" I. »•«) » : I.I 'ic, «' •)(*!' I // 
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Within :dtsh(Artiandi boknided'spabe^ 
And are naimaresetaxiDittKdtnplace ! 
The very flowert^oh wiaofetheyrrfiiiie, 
That freshly wreatbec^d^bri^bdly twine, 
In many a chaplet, xiohi fare. 
Outlast — outlive tham pnHidly there ! 

Oh! fair.e«liPrQepecJ|-Ttfirirest time — 
More precipqs) than th^ how of Prime, 
No breath )ofbiiay ;LMb ia biqre, 
Save that soft stealing m ibe ear ; 
A murmuroilsihuiti oomes, light and low, 
From time {b>>lijaierT-|h^.dies off slow 
At first, when sink$> the glowing Sun, 
When Day and aIL its.pomps are done. 
When the faiut flight declining fades, 
And gather round the Evening's shades. 
We shrink from the increasing glooms, 
And from the Night that onward comes ; 
But then, by soft and slow degrees. 
We find a thousand things to please ; 
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Ever the scene more;j^<jlj)!fgfpiM,„„^ ,il„i„l .,it'| 
And thousand, i}eftyt}fi?KJl5^j(Jii3flfif^4. r,„ 

Sorrow hath pricejfi«ijgpft5,j}i sjtflws^,,,,: ...i 

If sometimes, stegfte,lp,fll%ig^„,.,,,.., ,„ ,„a 

She darkens ^,^^^fflnjf,4^g)^ 

How oft, in th^^^gg,^ifpf^4^,,3ft 

Her Eveivf?g,p5pfip;,^i}fl^h,jS(#^, 

How oft, by|^p|ir4^^Jpjrt\^ff, „(, 

III) ))«/. 

Win us her jpyfib^,gh^t9,^„ ,,„.„ 

Oh! stai to ?^^,§g5^oJr,f)ffi^(^ „,,,,,„{ ,i,>,„„it 

And she may prove ^^fl^^/Fj^^^, ,,!, ,j.,f, 
In the poetic h^fjrp,fm^^f^i^„ .,„„„ ,.,„p;'.n I 
Still is she fitting\yjfqs^4jj^- .i,;„io'l' 
For endless treafHfjgs| ^9figup,^3-/B,.,j n,,, i ,[() 
Beneath he^.^flrflyfrn^vj^g^^iT-:,,!^ rroHi T yilT 
And thus that •■ru'^ ,-ni'l 

O'ershadowed bji,bw,g^er-ii>gTglppnj*B;. ■,.,,( // 
A casket r^f^^^j^ff)^,\],m:^., ,. ,, „i.,,..,.,; ..ri 
Where gjpfrjpufijp>«r^,^(jfiq,t)tfr;p»,. , , , „ i„./ 
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The bright Sun-df^RHoi^ttt^^"^''' ' " ' ' 
May bring s«^l-fl&W'¥tti'fiaH'te ^fc^,''' ''>' 
That bud aa&'^tioth,'m&^im"iAiA i!hW,"' " ' 
And fade, and= m^, tihrftedfri^,'' "" ' 

But 'tis in cayems^i^^SSmW'^' """" 
That slowly forms tby-jiteWATl^'stfeh'^/""'" "'" 
Where no ^Kiigto^saHHfte^^'' " 
Break through toto'ffiy'gfofiBU^bWife'r ' "' ' 
And thus the S6kr«W>itlrfft^fi^'ma "^i>" ""'I 
May with rich treaiiai%!.RS!i}l^'Be"toa,"'' 
Though hidden fhiH'\HU'i6'^h}6ii''^b'" ' ' 
In thatdeep'l«lfelirlM«ieiBj&'^P''"i'I '>''- I'" A 
Like reUques none nfej^'^'fisHfiP'' ■>"'""! "" 
Within the Temple's'siflfeiiifl'VeTl?""^" '■'•'^ 
Oh! stillto'!kB^fci?^"S«'l-tti^b6Ha/'^'J '"'^ 
Thy Patron sheixiil^ pWWfe^ kndWndP?' 

When gentfJ^M«>&mP^'«^t»«iei',f' lw«..i..J-u' 
The sunlight wane»a3{hgi«ii^lghfTaaey 
And leaves the 'MMc1tr#*kiri^'^hd'yiAIdle4 P ' 
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' • , • . - :i fl • 

"PWA'S THY" SMlLEr ^ ^' '''^^ 

'TwAS thy smUe, 6h ? thdu'ftfli^ 6tte'f wh6 lor'^ hie *iAt flB\{/;' 
Which burst the first Wrds Pttsi6ii -wreithVa rbdiid tti;f'*tbw;' 
The first faint folded buds i^hich atidpetiM'ti^^hii' ^ ' 
The sunsliine of Fortune, the spring^sittll^'<**F%tt'J '''^'^ 
'Twas thy smile, oh 1 the brighter t^at ^feJ^bfeanled'bn'ekrinV 
YlTiich first woke these fair buds into beaiitifiil MHh'; 
Around thee there streamed a fihe dtihosphfehi bi^i^Ht, ^ 
An atmosphere rife with Heaven's owti precious light ; ' 
This thou seemedest to breathe fouhd thee gtefioutely still, 
Oh ! how could I then think 'twould but eiid in dark ill, 
So lovely wert thou — and so lovely seemed Love, ' 
A glory — a rapture — sent dbwn frOm above. 
How I worshipped that smile which on me deigned to beam 
Beyond all that the wildest of fancies could dream ! 
Shun Memory ! — Oh ! shun that dark, death-like Despair, 
Which crushed me when Love's hope first melted in air, 
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When first my soul lost its Life's sweet crowning light, 
And my Being was bowed as beneath some harsh blight. 
When my heart seeiffql^ l^sp^ifs ovn/dfep) vital spring, 
And my hopes and my joys in a moment took wing ! 
S^Hfi i^ijpippiy Ir-»Ab i ahpji tbpt.dw:k hqHr^af.^)epB«^^ i 

Were o'erclpu^iecl ,bjy wg^is^l,: ^ivd fibadjot^fld .feafyi it. ' 
And all grewowsti^j^ly t^t .qvce hior^ 4fiM?fui- i i 
Qn,^lna^.bpavy ilesppir, Mowjjy, dwiell not,iq:gl|[^, ! 
Which l^rfk^ bpjrxaifs ttk^ .^hadpws pf, Dwm ' . i ^ ' 

Aroun^ iip^. awd^ il?iUi?^ on jny slioqlj;^,, ^ta^tli^d ^H^. : • . ^. 
Like t^^.l3^r^tt^^^frown,ofa.w^4^9to^fl*rr^ r. .' 

T>)[^u wiert ^bf^gutifu) e^'i^.as some. brighl>dr««M» pfipWi .,i r 
Onttb^fpipf^s of tl>^.jbvehin/»pired.$€u]pu>i^ i}t)i7Qll^>>« ' {( * 
When they slwfld'a^ ^i|ijU-Wced»-^e^ri^ 
And burnt their d^^p soul^ itlvr/jxijgh ,tbfi fiw fe<rtvifedj5lftn^ 
Ifonf i%;Beapqy ^D^.dpjwv^nrifty eowl 1;»;^^Qd $1^1 \ 
And eachiWQWM.tbeaiiw^de idb^iB woueswfttcivsb'* d^t^h^^ ' H 
B^t^|I ftiundntboe 0re fopg y^t mor^ faithless* U)ao,{^, ,:i m> 
Andimyibop6s,wdi9iyJjPy$^. werft mdtad.in j^ . i »: i // 
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Oh ! 0iy Love h wis but like a dream of th^ hearty 
Then let h. be dreaiii*]ike-**-» draam*like depart ! 
And, alas i without joyi wtthout streagtht trust, or bdpev * 
With all Life'dwondVoas mysteries faenoeforth must I cope? 
And my beart.iiw so joyous*--my soul wus so fireey ^ 
It was once such a Uiss — suoh a rapdire^t^-to be^ 
But the canker can nnu the freshest of 'AoWers < ' ! 

That perfume tbe bteeze in the Summer's glad hours ; '1 
The cloud-shadows dim ev'n the fiur daaxling sndwv i 
O'er which nothing beside may one soiKng stain diroW-^ ' ' 
Oh ! once my Soul's Sea of deep waves, iiill and Bfrong, ' ' 
Seemed rolling in freedom and' gladness ^ng, ^ 
All brightened and smocked by pure exqoisite love, " - ' 
Till they answered the Heaven that wa« shining" rfxjx^fer. • 
Oh f once, once I feh not — in Hope's cloudlet day — ' 
The wearisome contact with Earth and %fth clay; 
But now every light that once lit my young path 
Is hidden by shadows of terror and wrath ; 
Every wreath that I wore is now faded and changed, 
And from freedom and gladness my soul is estranged. 
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The crown of Life's joys is now crushed with dismay, 
And each gem and each stBr-spark hath fallen away ! 
And Love's bright dazzling moments^ for ever are past — . 
Oh ! would that their memory might fade off as fast ! 
*Twas thy smile ! 'twas thy smile ! oh thou false one, as fair — 
That first taught me to breathe Passion's exquisite air ! 
'Twas thy smile ! Oh the loveliest that e'er wakened Love ! 
That first bade me Devotion's deep ardours to prove — 
'Twas that smile which bade Nature all suddenly start 
Into life yet more splendid — the life of the Heart ! 
For all things ! yea, all things ! in the earth, in the air — 
At once seemed one feeling profoundly to share. 
'Twas the feast of the feelings — the sway of the soul — 
And one sense seemed to kindle up Nature's vast whole. 
If these memories — so vain and so vivid — must last — 
Let me know — let me feel — let me breathe but the past — 
Let me see but thy smile in my soul stamped and set, 
Still remember the Past — but the Present forget ! 

D 
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THE PARTING. 



We parted in a sweet and touching hour 

Of dreamy influence, and of deepening power ; 

The evening's hour of beauty and of rest — 

When Earth is garbed as in a Heavenly Vest ! 

We parted — but my heart — my fervent heart — 

Ere thou and thy deep memories so can part — 

Thou must be cold, and still, and crushed, and dead — 

Thou that hast lived and loved, and ached and bled ! 

Round these fond memories, each despair's dark spring- 

My heart's coiled fibres to the last will cling ! 

We parted in a Sweet and Sacred hour — 

Rich Summer laughed o'er every leafy bower ; 

And tender Evening reigned with gentlest sway — 

And Daylight beautifully died away ! 

Summer is here again ! and all around 

With fresh and fairy Loveliness is crowned. 
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She reigns — her Reign the glad Earth proudly owns, 

With all her breezy triumphs — her glad tones : 

Her sounds of Singing Waters, clear and free, 

And all her fair shows of festivity ; 

The birds, the song of birds — how doth it float 

Through the sweet air, note intertwined with note ; 

No rainbowed shell's maze hollowed wreathings close. 

All delicately tinged with blushful rose. 

More complex to the observant eye appear 

Than those mixed melodies unto the ear. 

She reigns in Beauty — but to me her reign 

Can bring but Memories fraught with torturing pain ; 

And Evening reigns too with her tender sway. 

And dies the Day with beautiful Decay ; 

For even Decay is beautiful and fair, 

Most exquisite and softly lovely there^ 

Where fades the light by delicate degrees. 

And even the dimly gathering gloom can please. 

Still some things sorrowful are lovely too. 

And gently seem our fond regard to woo; 

d2 
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The nightingale doth iBoUm witk loveliest Qater-T 
Sweet the sad music of her throbbing throat^. 
A precious aod a rick and crowning straip^ 
'TiMugh teUiog such deep tale^ of passionate Voi^; 
And dear i$ gentle Evwing's soft decliDe^ 
More dear than when in full bla^e theyf sbine^; 
And the slow death. of naany-spariding Light. < •. .< 
Is still a mourhfiiUj eilchABbng sight .1 . i 

Yes ! tbcfre iiiay be some tlking9<^a p(reci«>us« f«w». ^ 
Both sorrovrfiil and deeply knrely.too; 
Btlt'ti6t-cf sncb the Heart's harsh loT«-b0rn gxie^,- 
Dark — dread^iHdioat repose^^^ithobt (relief ! ; ♦ ' 
The lesser '^itfd'of life may soiiietifties wear / . , < 
A tender chariifh^n dspect imid and ttOTy • • • • . 
And then the aspiring* Mind-/ still buoy«d' by 'Hop^ 
And by too matiy dt-toiY^wOrkr^ glrt-to dro^, " ^ 
Many evto (is Sorrom* pleasingly bonv^ert » 
To sometkiiig liKe deUgbt^unharmed^ iinhuh^ ' i 
But not among Life's lesser griefs can be 
Wronged, injured Love's o'erwhelming Misery ! 
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Existence th to' is botriid Its' with «'cHiiki • - 1 

Of infinite aiiddfeisdBtittg Pain; ' . . .. . 
Nor shall that chdn its gallitig' linku tinwitid / 
From tJte 'ehoaked thoughts, and from the tortumd niirid ! 
True, though it should 'not be' from fetters' freeolv • / 
Within the inind may a stern calm suooeed' ' • ; . . . . U 
To poignant aginy and pieroing'griefj .^ /•.. • ..y 
But still that calm, it searce eatl be relkf^ > : • • 

Like som^^klark siiikn Sea5 then 'lies tbat Mind*^ , 
And oh ! the sweeping thunders of 'the wind— . , : 
The Spmy — the Storm~the Struggle^— <aiid the Strife,i 
Are better than that gkwmy Death in Life*— . 
That heavy oalm^tbat deep and dreadful gloom— . 
That dull and sombne silence of the tomb. / 
'Tis Eyehing now, and it livening then, - / 
When we two^partccl— not.tp iwet Ag^in;.. f : / 
But now comes slowly bnr*-iin deepenivig Migbt ;/ 
The proud, and regal, and victorious Nighty \ 



I 
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In all her awful Dignity Supreme 
She comes, and Earth is wrapt in one soft Dream. 
Oh ! Mysteries of thick Darkness — deep as Doom, 
Magnificence of Majesty of Gloom I 
Her dusky, cloudy, old Magnificence, 
Her solemn Pomp, even awfully intense ! — 
How do they smite the strongly-rufiled Soul, 
While gorgeous Dream-clouds through its Silence roll ; 
And nobly, proudly then it makes its own 
The untouched, the unseen, the unfathomed, and the 
unknown ; 

This pleasure still is mine ! though all but this 

Of Earth's enjoyments and of feeling's bliss. 

Must be to me for evermore denied — 

This still is mine, with loftiest thoughts allied. 

Hope, Hope and Happiness — to both farewell — 

With both, in brighter days, 'twas mine to dwell. 

From both 'tis now my gloomy fate to fly, 

And wrapt in thoughts of these bright days to sigh. 

Oh, Hope ! thou Dream ! whose Scenes but Shadows are, 

Oh, Happiness ! thou ever falling Star ! 
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To both farewell — a late but long farewell — 
Rent is the chain and broken is the spell ! 
But feeling still is mine — though this can be 
Henceforth but sorrow and despondency ; 



Yet welcome be its wretchedness and woe, 

Still let my Soul's deep fountains freely flow ! 

The wretch who, sunk in apathetic Peace, 

Finds these keen torments, these sharp suff'rings cease. 

Who languidly exists, who coldly breathes. 

Escapes a thousand pangs, a thousand deaths ; 

But better these than such a lifeless Life, 

Oh ! better all the Agonies of Strife — 

The acute Anxieties — ^the poignant Pain — 

Than such stagnation of the Heart and Brain ! 

We parted in a sweet and solemn hour 

Of dreamy influence and of deepest power — 

We parted — we are parted — and 'tis o'er — 

And all — once all to me — can be no more ! 
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THE FESTAL HOUR. 

A Festal Hour — bring wreaths — ^bring harps — ^bring lamps 

—a Festal Hour ! 
Call Pleasure's favourite votaries now to Pleasured gilded 

bower; • 

Assemble now the Lovely Ones In the gay and glitfring 

halls— - • . : 

Rubies and roses burning deep 'midst their 'Hair's perfumed 

falls; ] 
Soft Flattery's incense shall salute ere long theirlisteuing ears, 
And gentlest words shall soothe away theii- bashful' maiden 

fears, - '■ ' i . . M(i 

Till happy sighs shall sweedy through their' hohdjr^ accents 

thrill, ■' 
And soften them to lovelier and to dearer musi6 SHll ! 
While radiant smiles shall tremble round their lips" {hdtl}lifsh 

apart — 

The smile of Beauty's tenderness — sweet Sunstroke of the 
Heart I 
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True, lovelier might sound Love's first words beneath the 

greenwood sh^d^, i / i - ' 
When soft and slow the Evening light had dwindled and 

! .ifecayed,]-. .1 ^- , . - 
Where Nature's vernal splendours spread in glorious pomp 

Than here where gleam the dazzling lamps, and rings the 

IpiwlWp'^ souqd. 
Where Love's words come down on the Soul, the moved and 
. /, rpffledilpQUlii 

Like moonbeams wfeen o'er troubled seas, o'er broken waves 
^1 . they roll ! 

S^ift, JpVi^Jy.ia tbemselve* they are, serene and gently mild, 
But tossed upon those stirring waves, they too seem strange 

, . . ; ■ . 

For moved and ruffled is the Soul 'mongst festal scenes like 

: these, , , , ; . . 

^Sj waters of the«auuding Sea, are ruffled by the breeze — 
For me, I sorrowing, silent move amidst the gladsome train. 
To me the sounds of joy bring grief — and pleasure gives but 
pain ! 
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To me, to me, are nothing now the words of Flatt'ry's 
tongue. 

Or more, the words of Passion's breath, whereon once I 

raptured hung, 
The old, precious, household words of Love — to me long, 

deeply dear, 

No more may greet my watchful sense, nor court my longing 
ear; 

And therefore 'tis I wander 'mongst the idle and tlie gay. 
And therefore 'tis I sickening turn from these light sounds 
away ! — 

I wander there in vain, vain hope, that it may bring relief — 
Unto my aching lonely heart — ^my spirit's yearning grief ; 
But still remembering those blest words, so hallowed and so 
dear — 

I shrink from Flattery's — Passion's tones, with grieved and 
wounded ear ! 

Ah ! how many thus even like myself, may join the joyous 
throng. 

With aching hearts and sorrowing minds, mingling the Gay 
among ? 
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But who — who are the gay ? and who the happy and the 
free? 

Ah ! could we rend the veil that hides the much we should 
not see — 

And could we rend that covering veil — and push the mask 
aside — 

And bid them put away their cloak of vanity and pride ; 
Then when that mask was pushed aside — that veil was rent 
away — 

We might indeed ask mournfully — but who — who are the 
gay? 

In deeply bosomed sorrow some have joined the splendid 
train. 

That yet would not for worlds on worlds be set free from 
their pain — 

While evermore they woo and win to wander by their side, 
Some Phantom of some gende thing — that loved, and sunk, 
and died ! 

Some Phantom of some lovely thing that now hath fled 
away — 

And they have mingled *mongst the throng — and they are 
of the gay ! 
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Tinm that they loved are freer^ra flawnrT^aod they.'npddft 
otliers mix. 

Secure none otker^^ver iaay their winged ^af&cdoD^.fii^ ! ; 
Their winged affections — that oa high mih quenchless 

loitging floar-r-r t . // 

Fettered to this dull gloomy earth,:tbi»»hadowy. world no 

Bdore^ 

Where all things that are lovely conie» but for a little while, 
O'er poor Mortality's marked path to flutter and to smile 
And these are of the gay ( these^^^-tbese who inly .mourn and 
groan — 

And they assume the careless smile«^affeet the dteevful tone ! 

And some are there, who vainly have, through tumult and 
through wrath, • i . • // 

Toiled ill Ambition's slippery ways, and veiled and dan- 
gerous path; . ' / 

Who have slaved beneath her iron Feign~and rued her 
fearful sway — - • , . / 

And worn their noblest energies, their proudest powers away? 

And v<ainly worn, while othere gained the prize for which 
they strove — 
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move ! 

And'k>lfi^ ate tfcfere who have been made Love'i? tictiitis— 
Wtbnged — betrayed! » « 

Whose every hope was wrecked at once, when LoVe's fair 
■'■'^ -'-'Wr^th'd^asyed 

And they smoothe down, and brightly wreathe the coiled 
' ' glassy braids^ 

And mmgU in the lovely throngs, of h^pier, brighter maids. 
'Updn^ these glossy coiled- up wredths th^y place the CroWn 
of flowers, 

And join die joyoiis concourse ^then^'to smile a,ytSLj the 
S'-ihotirs,. 

While Grief's fell hungry canker-w(M*m is ptreying on their 
1 .lieartB, ... • . ' 

And vain for them are Pleasure's wiles,; md Flattery's 
.<->spfsoiousiiarta 

Who are the gay ? Oh answer this ! Who— who then are 

«Many<.inay fijeem !SO~while.iin ^th they are* bitterest 
Sorrow's prey ; 
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But let them seem so — 'tis indeed a harmless bright deceit, 
And forces others too to smile, and one same task repeat ; 
The soft infection gently spreads throughout the festive 
crowd — 

Oh ! where would be a. festive throng^ where hidden truths 
avowed ? 



WHAT SHALL BE MISSED? 

The Dove — ^the fond, fond turtle Dove — 
What truth dwells in her breast ; 

Oh ! what a Shrine of perfect Love 
Must be her hallowed nest. 

Lovingly plies she her sweet care 
Midst the deep greenwood shades — 

And Love's own brightest Star shines there, 
The Star that never fades ! 
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The Lark — the glad rejoicing Lark — 

He makes the Sky his own, 
And soars from Earth the dim and dark, 

And mounts as to a throne ! 

Heaven, Earth, and Air, resounding ring 

With his triumphant strain ; 
Then who can think of such a thing 

As Sorrow — or as Pain ? 

The Rose shines forth in splendour bright — 

Fairest of flowers that blow — 
It is a rich and rare delight 

To gaze on that red glow ! 

The Queen of gardens and of bowers, 
She reigns with tenderest sway; 

And all the radiant tribe of flowers 
To her must homage pay. 
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The dew drop sparkles on the leaf 

Ere yet its life is o'er ; 
For fragile is that Life, and brief — 

A moment — ^and no more ! 

But oh ! thou gentle turtle dove, 

Ere long must thou depart; 
And who shall miss the perfect love 

That heaves thy little heart? 

And Lark I rejoicing rapturous bird, 
When Death shall be thy share — 

When thy deep song no more is heard, 
Shalt thou be missed in air? 

Rose ! loveliest, sweetest of all flowers, 
When thou hast drooped and died, 

Shalt thou be mourned for in the bowers, 
With all thy bloom and pride ? 
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Bright dewdrop^lrrt-isfheDuihe.mxtfair spring 

Calls forth each flower th^t UpW) 
Shalt thou be need/^i tban.to fliog. 

Sweet coolness o'er tihj^ir hrows? 

Nothing is missed— and jaqthing n^purned — 

Soon is filled up thf , 
Of all that once J^.jl^tjb^ ai^orfjed— 

While race succeecla to.r^ce. 

Whole tribes ojf Jurtl^ Dove^ shall pour 

Their souls on Ipye^away, . 
Feeling as tho]u..hast felt before — ^ 

Thou feel'st, sweet bird — tp-day ! 

Thousands of larks shall mount as high, 

And sing a strain as clear, 
And weave as rich a harmony 

As thine — which now I hear. 

E 
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ThotBumds of joyous larks slmH spring 
To where Mora*s suiibeflttis shin^ — 

Upon as strong and free a wmg — 
With hearts as light as thine. 

Scores of bright roses shall unfold 
And blush with crimson glow, 

When thou dost thy rich smile widihold. 
Sweet Rose I so radiant now. 

Myriads of dew drops yet shall shine, 

Like studs of sunny light, 
With sparkling brilliancy like thine. 

Fair dew drop— now so bright ! 

Xove — Beauty — Music— Purity — 
These things shall tret last t 

These things shall never, never die, 
For them there is tio Past I 
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And oh ! 'twould be a wretehed tiling 

If these indeed ooold pess. 
Like Earth's frail children widiering — 

But they are of loftier class ! 

They still shall last — and they shall Uve» 
Though all around them die — 

Their mortal tenements sonrive 
And light the EterAigr ! 

The Lark may die, who sweetly sung, 
For him shall Day grow dim. 

But though that living Lyre's unstrung, 
Music dies not with him ! 

This Roee shall fade, whidi hues of Light 

On all seems to oonfei*, 
But though she bear decay's dull blight, 

Beauty dies not with her ! 
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The dew drop may be quickly dried 
Beneath Noon's flaming sky — 

But though no more whh that allied* 
Purity shall not die ! 

Death will smite sore the turtle Dove — 
And still her throbbing heart; 

But the everlasting Soul of Love 
Shall ne'er from Earth depart ! 



LINES ON A PRISONED EAGLE. 

Once most majestical of Earth's free things, 
How sadly droop thy proud and powerful wings — 
How didst thou once urge far thy stormy course. 
Tempesting the air around with haughtiest force, 
And soaring into Heaven's blue arch intense, 
Gorgeous with uttermost magnificence ! 
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Thou scornedst the earth — ^thou mockedst at the ground. 

Thou playedst with the elements unbound ; 

And thou art fettered — thou art now enchained 

Unto that earth so much by thee disdained. 

The Sun hath lost his mightiest worshipper, 

Shattering the old Silence with triumphant stir ! 

Still didst thou pay thy homage — free and bold, 

O'ercanopied by clouds of burning gold : 

At his Eternal and magnific shrine — 

Brightly sublime — ^illustriously divine ! 

Oh ! ye unchanging and outshining skies, 

Ye wear your crown of old sublimities — 

Though he who soared into your chrystal height. 

And drank even at your fountainhead of light, 

May never more his splendid homage pay 

At those resplendent courts of radiant day ! 

As richly do ye glow — ^as brighdy smile. 

Though he be bound and fettered here the while I 

Poor prisoned Eagle ! how didst thou of old 

With proud audacity and ardour bold 
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Soar statelily and haughtily on high» 

Even when the tempest brooded in the sky, 

Sailing amid the thunder-charged storm clouds, 

That heaved along that sky in leaguering crowds; 

And now, when Lightnings shiver o'er thy head. 

Thou oowerest, chained and dungeoned— worse than dead 

Thou biddest us think of the immortal Mind 

Entombed on Earth, and cainnned, and confined ! 

While still 'tis wakened, rapt, inspired, o'erwrought 

By things mysterious to its troubled thought, 

And tempted other regions to explore, 

And strongly moved to glorious heights to soar ; 

And yet the while from these bright regions dirust. 

And prisoned down in darkness and in dust. 

Yes ! of that Mind like some embodied ray. 

That mind — so shrouded in its mortal clay — 

Art thou, oh ! fettered Eagle ! — bound and chained. 

And harshly curbed, and heavily constrained, 

Like some embodied ray of mighty mind 

That fain would leave its earthly home behind. 
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Yet is condemned to gufifer md to aigb 

Far from its proper clime, its native sky ! 

But thou hast deeper cause to faint and droop, 

Uncheered like that with a Majestic Hope I 

Thy being hath a limit and a bound. 

And thou must still lie fettered to the ground ; 

But that shall yet rejoicing soar away 

Into the Ethereal regions of the Day. 

The hour for that assuredly shall come 

Which yet shall see it gain its Heavenly Home I 

Yes ! in some future though some far off hour 

Shall it career in Glory, Triumph, Power, 

And win a deep and everlasting Dower I 

And rend a way through glorious worlds on high, 

Bathed in the boundless s[dendours of the sky ! 

And then more free than the unbridled wind 

Shall be that lightened and enfranchised Mind ; 

Then shall its thoughts, far loader than before. 

Melt in unlapsing music evermore. 

Borne o'er Earth's triumphs — ^fervours — agonies — 

Into the placid calm of yon pure skies ; 
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Then shall be opened to its raptured sight 

Worlds — ^flooding worlds with cataracts of Light ! 

Then shall it glow with fires of quenchless truth, 

And revel in divine Eternal Youth ! 

And gaze on mysteries— opened and revealed — 

That long had been from human senses sealed ! 

Oh ! yet that mind — that deep immortal mind — 

Shall leave its trammels and its ties behind. 
♦ 

Thou art not like it — Eagle ! — bound and chained — 
That shall not be* for everinore constrained ! 



CONTEMPLATIONS IN SOLITUDE. 



The golden Summer Heavens have lavished here 
The bright luxuriance loveliest climates wear ! 
The beauty of the fair and fervid day 
Smiles o'er the Earth, as though 'twould ever stay — 
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Unchanged — unchilled ! — Sweet promise ! but how vain 

Each morn must pass — each glowing moon must wane ; 

Each wreath of joy must perish and decay, 

And all we love must fleet and die away ; 

All things must bow — as all have bowed before — 

To Death ! the strong one ! Rock of Hope's bright shore ; 

Life's gilded barks come daily hurrying on, 

But to be dashed to fragments there — undone ! 

Death ! ever when I dwell in solitude, 

Dost thou impress my mind's deep dreamy mood ; 

Though none can fixedly e'er look on thee, 

Since still thou seemest, pale shade, to melt, to flee I 

From the long-yearning painful gaze we cast. 

On the dread conqueror of the captive past ! 

And yet at times, how strangely, deeply near, 

The Pale One — stern and sombre doth appear — 

The Pale One ! He the unearthly form of Fear ! 

Even now I greet him with an awe profound — 

My soul of souls his presence doth surround ! 
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And while it labours with that thought of Death — 

Passion melts from it, like some snow*wroiight wreath ! 

Oh ! thou whose valveless vault — whose keyless k^p^ 

Contains all those who walked on earth to weep ! 

All tribes and nations that have seen the sun> 

And the short race of mortal trial run ; 

All vile — all virtuous — ^and all weak and wise — 

For all lie then concealed from kindred eyes ; 

All who have nameless and neglected died — 

All who through Earth's old Empires proud and wide 

Sent their deep name — their deep and deathless name — 

To dwell for aey» with Memory and with Fame ; 

For all their mighty echoes to repeat. 

For future ages rapturously to greet 

For ever and for ever — all from whom 

The Light of Life hath melted — turned to gloom ; 

How doth the shadow of thy presence cast 

A hue that clouds the Present like the Past — 

All sternly sombre — and all sadly still. 

Our souls beneath that burthening presence thrill ; 
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Whether 'tis where the humble village spire 
Points to the Heavens — do pyramid points higher ! 
And the sepulchral ground — ^the hallowed ground — 
Lies heaped on many slumbering heads around ; 
Or where the gay — the great — the busy crowd — 
Where the vast cities^ roar is long and loud. 
And palaced streets spread lengthening &ir and proud ; 
Or when rush wild the mountain's swollen floods. 
Or the deep Funeral Shades of sounding woods; 
Blackened by mighty firs — ^in gloom extend. 
Thickening and darkening, ever without end; 
Or where sweet sunny vales laugh bright and fair, 
To shades unknown--»-to Light and Heaven laid bare ! 
Death ! Death ! if thou art there — ^all seems around, 
Within thy chain of ghastly terrors bound ; 
And this all-wonderful and glorious Earth, 
So oft resounding with the voice of mirth — 
In its magnificence of Strength — Light — Bloom — 
Appears one vast and proudly Vaulted Tomb ! 
But Earth shall yet behold the mighty hour, 
Which must deprive thee of thy fearful power ! 
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When called from thee, and doom, and dust to part. 

Her summoned sons shall from her bosom start ! 

Uplifted from their bed of ages then, 

And quickened into Being once again — 

While she herself is split, and racked, and riven. 

And bared before the burning eye of Heaven — 

And scathed — by thunder-stroke on thunder-stroke — 

Half crushed to flame-transpierced on mist and smoke ! 

Which, 'mid the horrors of that final storm, 

A troubled halo fearfully shall form 

Around the heads of those who long had slept, 

And the strict fast of Death's stem mystery kept ! 

Still, when my Soul dwells deep on thee, oh I Death ! 

Each passion melts like snow in pallid wreath ; 

And leaves it calm, and holy, and resigned. 

While solemn thoughs arise within the mind ; 

And 'tis not marvellous that when alone, 

The thoughts should take a sad and sombre tone — 

And dwell — Oh ! dark and awful Death on thee, 

With whom all living must so shortly be ! 
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And yet, this, lovely World doth ne'er appear 
To shrink from thee with any gloomy fear ! — 
Though scarce a spot smiles on its glorious face. 
That is not, Death ! thy Province and thy Place ! 
Yet oh ! the bloom, the splendour, and the light — 
That crowns it still, as Earth laughed in despite 
At thy worst terrors — and rejoiced without 
One shadow of despondence or of doubt ! 



SONG, 

ORIGINALLY PUBLISHED IN BLACKWOOD's MAGAZINE, 

In the time of blossoms and of birds, 
We wept our whispered farewell words ! 
Those haunting sounds, that oft return. 
To dreaming ears and hearts that mourn ! 
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The air was one charmed world of sound, 
A waste of colours seemed the ground ; 
Rich was the greensward's rainbowed breast, 
With flowers by their own sweets oppressed ! 

In the time of blossoms and of birds, 
We wept onr whispered farewell words ; 
But Hope still lingered — sweetly ncar^ 
And charmed away the gathering tear. 

Life was one hurrying burning dream — 
One chainless and exulting stream 
Of witcheries — glories — and delights — 
Doomed to endure Time's cankering blights. 

I 

Oh ! fearful was the awakening hour, 
Fearful its trace of withering powet ! 
And Memory's whispers, sadly still — 
Through all my trembling being thrill ! 
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NOT NOW ! NOT NOW ! 

Not now ! not now ! I wonld not sorrowing bear. 

Victorious music pealing sweet and clear — 

Thrilling with Passion's hean-*quakes ! Oh ! not now ! 

A shadow and a pallor stain my brow; 

Soft echoes f bring me to assuage my woe — 

The broken music of th' Old Long ago ! 

Not now !— -lalas ! not now — would I behold 

The festal hall^ diat bums with sculptured gold — 

Where pictured walls glance back the flood of light — 

All spiritually intense and bright ! 

On such gay scenes mine eyes with tears I cast, 

Give me a tremulous moon-ray of the past ! 

Not now ! — ^not now ! — could I delighted stray — 
Where glistening waters, singing on their way, 
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Make the earth jubilant with wakening sound, 
Where flower-scents break forth from each greensward 
mound ; 

No ! lead me to indulge my deepening gloom, 
To the hushed precincts of some time-worn tomb. 

Not now ! — ^not now f — o*erwom with burdening woes. 
Would I the Poet's glorious page unclose ; 
Whence Thoughts, like breathing Sun^strokes, flash and 
burn, 

And Nature's founts stream free as from an urn ! 
No ! to an altered heart — Earth's weariest thing- 
Memory ! thy pale and cloud-dimmed pictures bring* 
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THE GRAVE OF THE GIFTED, 

A Grave for the Gifted ! — Where — where shall it be ? 
By the echoing shores of the hollow- voiced Sea? 



Now the strong Passion-whirlwinds have died in her 
breast! 

For the Gifted and Beautifnl lost One — a grave, 

But not in the precincts of Ocean's hoar wave ; 

Too much of life's tempests and tumults she knew, 

Let her sleep 'neath the Skies' gracious weepings of dew ! 

Like a bird from the storms — all awearied, o'erworn — 
To a nest of repose be the Lovely One borne, 
Where no loud savage storm shakes the moon-lighted Air, 
But the breeze, a sweet message from Heaven's shore shall 



Oh, no ! let those ashes at last sink in rest- 



bear ! 
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A Grave for the Gifted ! — Where — where shall it be ? 
Where the bright summer-treasures yield wealth to the bee — 
Where the faint*thrilling voice of some fountain is heard. 
And the rich air is rent by Night's passionate bird* 

Where old chestnut-trees shed round a twilight of gloom. 
Which doth hallow and mellow the wild flower's meek bloom. 
Where the fragrant Spring-rains dance in joy to Earth's 
breast — 

Sweet Earth ! — with a blossomy richness oppressed — 

Where the whitest of roses undazzlingly blow 
More pure and more soft than the enwreathed Mountain- 
Snow — 

Where the Starlight still tremblingly signal the Hours, 
And throw sudden gleams o'er the wood-bosomed bowers — 

Where the sunflower shall bum, and the lily shall bend ! 
And the Acacia its leaves with the willow's shall blend — 
Oh ! the old Kingly Laurel's illustrious gloom 
Overshadowed her life — be that far from her tomb I 
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A Grave for the Gifted ! — A Grave for the Young ! 
Since sealed the pure lips that so thrillingly sung; 
But far from the Laurel — the Tempest — ^the Billow — 
Where stillness is deepest, there spread ye her pillow ! 



LAMENT OF AN EGYPTIAN PRINCESS.* 

She leaned upon a sumptuous couch, which shone 
With many a blazing dye and burning stone ; 
Cups of the rose-scented onyx glittered there. 
With many a crystal vase, and cresset fair ; 
The far-oflF spice- wood*s treasures there were heap'd. 
Till in warm fragrance every breeze was steep'd. 
That pierced its way through golden trellised bowers, 
Ruffling the unfolded leaves and lustrous flowers. 
Silence hung o'er that odorous porphyry hall. 
Scarce broken by the fountain's lulling fall ; 



* The Princesses of Egypt are said to have pined for the waters of 
the Choaspes after heing removed from their native land hy marriage 
with foreign Princes. 

F 2 
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Silence — ^though she who sate there, pale and lone. 
Held a fair lute that pour'd no wakening tone — 
But she hath risen now from her dreamy trance, 
To cast around a wild and mournful glance ; 
The paleness passes from her stately brow, 
Her form dilates with passion's grandeur now ! — 
Melts from her mien the dull and cold eclipse. 
The mighty^rushing strain overflows her lips ! — 

Exultingly ye still roll on ! in melody and power. 
Streams of my Royal Fatherland ! — with sun-gifts for your 
dower. 

Roll on — roll on — exulangly! but, oh! my heart — no 
more 

Must to the bounding of your waves bound as 'twas wont 
of yore. 

But this is nought No f nought to ye I proud everlasting 
streams, 

Still trembling to the crimson'd light of sultry noontide 
beams ; 
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Still glorying in your billowy course the same as when I 

stray'd • 
Along your flowering shores beneath the Cedar's feathery 



Yet there, walk in dark beauty still, old Egypt's regal 
daughters, 

All — all but me, the stricken deer, lone thirsting for its 
waters ; 

My Sisters ! sweet companions of my Childhood's laughing 
years. 

Shed ye for me while lingering there Love's vain, unreck'd 
of tears ? 

And doth my recollected form still haunt your wanderings 
there, 

Unwither'd by intense regret, unchanged by burdening care ? 
And doth my recollected voice rise mingling soft and low, 
With the deep bewildering music of the waves' triumphant 



shade. 



flow. 
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Oh, Sisters ! dwell in gladness there, ye beautiful and bless'd, 
Nor dream that on the stranger^s shores your young souls 

might find rest — 
Ye tender flowers ! ye would but droop when chained to 

alien thrones, 

Pale those pomegranate cheeks would grow, and &int those 
laughing tones. 

Though here my step is greeted with the cymbal and the lute. 
My heart sends no rich answer forth — the broken shell is 
mute; 

Though these porphyry halls are starry with bright wealth 

of gold and gem, 
I droop like some night-blowing flower, sun^smitten on the 

stem! 

Though here the o'er-arching heav'ns shed down soft splen- 
dours o'er the land, 

And though the rivers bluely roll to a golden-flowering 
strand — 
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Tho' these pleasure- shades be emerald bright, these palace- 
chambers fair, 

Ob ! the Beautiful — the Beautiful — ^for me is only there I 

Would I might be a drifdug leaf, cast on those flashing 
floods, 

Where Egypt's precious sunshine in its full-blown radiance 
broods ; 

For e'en the loveliest sunshine here, to me shines dim and 
cold. 

Oh ! might I on Choaspes' stream, its gathered rays 
behold ! 

Oh ! that I might my land — my home — in breathless tran- 
sport part. 

And seek thy odorous shades once more, all matchless that 
thou art; 

But clouds have liberty above, and resdess birds around, 
WhOe the Queen of this resplendent land in sumptuous 
chains lies bound. 
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The jewel-roughened goblet to my throbbing lips I press 
But to dash it on the marble floor, in a passion of distress; 
Bring me the blessed waters from those well*known native 
springs, 

More lovely than Heaven's vernal dews shed from the 
Morning's wings. 

Bear hence these jewelled goblets with their sculptured 

traceries bright — 
The waters sparkling o'er the brim are loathsome in my 



Bring from Choaspes' worshipped stream the sweet and 



To quench my fevered thirst at length — and soothe my 
phrenzied thoughts. 

Forgive ! my bosom's lord, forgive, this wild and fitful mood, 
Forgive, if all thy tenderness my dark soul hath withstood ; 
May'st thou ne'er know what 'tis to pine in weary dreams 



And turn thee sorrowing from the Sun, and all the pomps 



sight; 



precious draughts, 



away, 



of day ! 
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Thine own fair Land spreads laughingly around thy cloud- 
less path, 

Thou dost not bend 'neath Memory's power, a tempest in 
its wrath ! 

The scenes thou'st known and loved of old, still charm thy 

raptured eye — 
Think with what yearning languishment the Exile's heart 

must die ! 

Even now a full and fervid dream came sweeping through 
my mind, 

Within whose bright transparence — ^streams — skies — ^land- 
scapes — shone enshrined ! 

Those skies — those landscapes — I have loved, and panted 
to behold ! 

Those streams that gird my Land with prient hyacinth and 
gold! 

I am parted from thee, glorious Home ! and the Heavens 

look coldly down 
On the banished One, whose aching brows lie crushed 

beneath a crown ; 
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Those Heavens — those Heavens — that mirrored burn — 

depth within depth unfurled 
In the hundred hundred Rivers of that Queen*Land of the 

World! 

May the wild winds, that proudly go in triumph where they 
will, [doth thriU! 

Bear to those scenes one murmured tone which from my lip 

Like wandering flower-seeds — dreamy scente— or broken 
whisperings sweet, [fleet 

Shall be the breathings of ray Love, borne on their pinions 

Oh ! that at once my burning soul they thus might waft 
along — 

To where the founts of glory roll — majestically strong ! — 
Where musk- winds fich, and sunbeams play ! — ^birds float — 

and flower shades quiver — 
Mantling with sudden radiances the old Imperial River ! 

Roll on ! — roll ever-sounding on, in melody and power, 
The amethyst's heart-hues are dim to thy foam's far-gleaming 
shower — 
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Oh ! when this fainting heart of love hath drooped away 
and died, 

May ye to every age bear on a voice of strength and pride f 

It will be so, immortal Founts I — and that I feel it will, 
Makes my quick heart with deep delight o'erpoweringly to 

thrill- 
Anguish and Exultation rend a Spirit long o'erworn — 
I sink — I faint — Farewell, glad Skies of Summer and of 

Morn ! 

Silence once more hung o'er that princely hall, 
Save ye might hear that wild heart's rise and fall, 
Loud — quick and loud ! — But now the paleness cold 
Steals o'er her forehead, 'neath her hair's rich fold. 
In the swift rushing of that strain went by 
The might — the strength — of batding Agony, 
Her darkly-glorious eye is downwards bent, 
Languor and fervour in its stillness blent ; 
The fringed lid glitters with the unconscious tear — 
But, hark ! what stealthy step approaches near ? 
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What Form hath leant on that flowered ballustrade 

(In kingly robes, resplendently arrayed, 

O'er whom the sycamores and myrtles flung 

Their verdurous shadows) while the Mourner sung ? 

Oh ! who hath hastened to that Mourner's side? 

Raise, raise those drooping eyes ! thou Queen ! and Bride 

Whose whispered tones of love have made thee start ? 

Whose piercing eyes have questioned thy wrung heart? 

— That gaze hath brought back the impassioned glow. 

Like sunset waves, o'er all thy cheek and brow. 

Who hath thus waked thee from thy second trance 

By the soft magic of one pitying glance? 

Crowned Daughter of the Pharaohs ! is it he 

Who bore thee from thy home of Infancy ! — 

And is 't for him to bring back Joy's rich smile 

To thy worn cheek — Flower of the haughty Nile ! 

Oh ! Woman ! — unto every love thus true. 

Well may thine hours of rosy calm be few ! 
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CHURCHYARD CONTEMPLATIONS. 



Where Death — ^pale presence ! — is — where Life is not; 
And all that would be bright and glad elsewhere. 
And soft, and sweet, and exquisite, and fair, 



Won from the awful contact of the tomb ! 

Here Summer, royal in her pomp, doth wear 

A borrowed mournfulness — which all must share — 

A borrowed mournfulness that smites the heart — 

The heai*t which feels ere long 'tis doomed to part, 

To leave but ashes and but dust behind, 

For all the burning thoughts within it shrined ; 

The towering energies then slackening droop. 

Loosed from their strenuous hold on Sky-built Hope, 

Youth's falcon eye, that drinks the rushing light. 

And shines as if with fire from Heaven — so bright — 



It is a mournful and a solemn spot 



Here gains a shadowy and a thoughtful gloom. 
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So kindlingly and deeply bright, assumes 

A fixed, cold stillness 'mongst these Time-worn Tombs — 

Youth's burning heart that joyously forgot 

Fate's awful certainties — ^here feeh its lot, 

And quiveringly submits, with grief and pain. 

And owns its glowing day* dreams are but vain ! 

And Age here draws a yet more shortened breath. 

And &ints with an anticipated Death ! 

Tliroughout all changeful and revolving times, 

All varying circumstance — all differing climes — 

Thou ever hast thine awful sway maintained. 

Oh, Death ! — ^and ever ruled and ever reigned ; 

And wheresoe'er thou art — there broods a power 

Which bids the cheek turn pale, the pulse beat slower. 

Here woman — woman the devoted — ^lies ! 
Love and her fervid Soul — to yon rich skies 
Together passed ! — ^for sure, of Heaven they were, 
And unto Heaven, Death-freed, they make repair. 
Arise — ^ye gende ones, in joy and power. 
No more shall mortal anguish be your dower 
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As on this Earth — where they who love must know 

Dark Separation's keen and lasting woe. 

Not there shall suffering, weakness, doubt, and fear, 

Be Woman's portion — as they must be here ! 

No more shall dread on her heart's pulses press, 

Nor her unconquerable tenderness 

Bow down that head by every beautj' crowned, 

Now o'er ten thousand worlds spread wide around. 

Even raised triumphantly — and she is saved 

From all that pained and wronged her and enslaved ! 

Woman ! — devoted Dreamer ! — canst thou hold 

To this harsh world — the hollow and the cold ? 

And canst thoii cling — with boundless worship cling 

To every chains which thou aside shouldst fling, 

Wouldst thou indeed be calm, and glad, and free. 

And 'Scape the crush of deadliest misery — 

For every tie on Earth is as a chain. 

To bind thee down to peril and to pain ; 

But what is that to thee ? — Thrones, Glories, Powers, 

And star-bright Honours, and celestial Dowers — 
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Empire — and Majesty — and Strength and Might — 

And Pomp and Power— wd Triumph and Delight — 

To thee, were not so precious and so dear. 

Even as a handful of the frail dust here 

If sanctified by love — whose hallowed breath 

To thee is worth all round — above — beneath ! 

But well it is for thee, that 'gainst thy will, 

Full oft thou'rt spared from worst of grief and ill ! 

And from the scene of many sorrows borne, 

To realms which ever laugh with beamy morn ! 

Here woman, woman — ^the devoted lies — 

And yet, not so — ^she liveth in the skies ! 

The gloomy grave may bind and hold her not — 

Chains, ties, and slavery are indeed forgot ; 

Her march is 'mongst the Seraph ranks above. 

Whose life like hers is but of boundless love ! 

She is not here — Heaven's glorious Scenes unrolled, 

Her meek beseeching eyes may now behold ! 

That in their meekness had so much of might — 

With thoughtful minds, and hearts that felt aright ! 
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Nay ! all must own, in Life's fond feverish hour — 

That glance even multitudinous of Power ! 

Since it can bid keen Passion's lightnings dart 

Through the most callous and most selfish heart, 

And make it glow with an immortal fire. 

And touch, and thrill, and rouse it — and inspire ! 

And it can calm the wild and stormy mind, 

That rushed like Ocean-waves before the wind — 

And soften it and soothe — ^and gently bless 

With all the sweet repose of tenderness ; 

And it can bid the ambitious spirit turn 

From all, for which it never ceased to yearn ! — 

And teach it to forsake its fiery path. 

Where fell the thunderbolts of Strife and Wrath ; 

Or it can stir the sluggish and the slow. 

And force the heart's IcMig frozen founts to flow ! 

To cold Indifference — dull, and dead, and tame — 

Give a proud interest and a lofty aim. 

And kindle it with Zeal's impassioned flame ! 

Or win the o'erwrought Enthusiast from his trance, 

For boundless, endless power is in that glance ! — 

G 
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Woman — with meekness and with truth arra]^, 
(The fairest flower that flourishes to fade !) 
Seems not thy Smile, pure, spiritual, refined, 
The very Poetry of Soul and Mind, 
Of the everlasting Mind and deathless Soul, 
The Poetry that soars beyond controul ! 
Launching on one fleet hour of mortal fate 
Eternity's sublime and glorious weight ! — 
Yet, oh ! that smile, that lights the world around, 
Too oft it leaves thy heart in darkness bound. 
While many sorrows pierce thy bosom's fold. 
And peace and joy Fate's stern decrees withhold. 
And wronged Afiection, wronged — ^but ever true — 
Doth o'er thy path the thorns unsparing strew. 
What is't to thee then, that the soul of grace 
Is breatliing o'er thy form, and from thy face. 
That while thou may'st a hopeless mourner be. 
The treasures of All Beauty meet in thee. 
That on thine exquisite and precious head 
A ©lory from the far-off" Heaven seems shed — 



Digitized by 



83 



That with enchanting loveliness thou'rt rife, 

If Love's bright self bless not thine inner life ! 

On thee the light of orbal worlds is showered. 

With gifts unutterable art thou dowered, 

Ah ! linked with highest things, thou should'st not stoop 

From the triumphant Altitudes of Hope ! — 

No ! thou should'st feel that Soul of Love within 

Was meant for worlds more pure — not worlds of sin--^ 

That thine own gentle heart and lofty mind 

Were for a nobler, fairer state designed ; 

And hearken to the Voice of Heaven, which breaks 

Upon thine inborn sense, and sweetly speaks 

To tell of brighter things than aught below, 

Where reigns so much of terror and of woe — - 

Trust unto all thy heart doth still reveal. 

Believe in all thou dost so deeply feel. 

And know*st thou not thy Love can never die — 

A part of thine own immortality ! 

And should'st thou limit then thy Hope and Trust 

To this frail world — to ashes and to dust ? 

g2 
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Oh ! yet shalt thou be saved from grief and gloom. 
And thou and Love be briglitly wafted Home ! 
These who now round me rest in solemn sleep, 
The Grave's unbroken slumber, stem and deep — 
The Hamlet's gentle mothers and fair maids — 
(Some snatched away while yet o'er their soft braids 
Youth's golden light of perfect beauty shone. 
And some, when their long weaiy task was done)— 
These have been bounden all, in Love's strong chain. 
The Peril known— the Passion and the Pain ! — 
These have fulfilled their destinies as well 
As those who in the hall and palace dwell. 
Affection's mighty reign is still confessed 
Strong in a peasant's as a prince's breast — 
Toil— hardship — care and suffering are in vain 
To check or limit that triumphant reign ; 
And if unhappy in their love they were, 
'Twas their worst suffering and their heaviest care ; 
And if their love was fortunate and blest. 
Oh ! little — little did they heed the rest ! 
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Love — ^thou one luxury left unto the Poor— 
Thou*rt like an Angel*watcher at their door ! ^ ■ / 

With nought of vanity commixed or pride, . ^ 

Oh ! Love, all luxuries thou art worth beside; ^ ^ j. 
And not because these gende slumberers round , j kj 
Were in a lowly path and humble found — * ^ \ 

And not because in peasant homes they mpved . ^ ^ 
Were they less worthy— were they less well iQved— , 
Or less enchanting in their station shown — 
Oh I no, an equal charm was round them thrown. 
Nor might the statelier daughters of the land 
Reign with a softer or more sweet command. 
For Woman's gebtle sovereignty serene 
Is o'er the heart — the same in every scene ! 

Here sleeps the infant — haply, brightly borne ^ ^ 

From Earth's dim twilight to the realms of mom, _ 
Ere it had bowed to Sorrow's tyrant reign, ^ 
Or known the thrill of grief, the throb of pain-— 
Even as a very lightning of sweet Jife, 
That vanished ere it mingled with the strife — 
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A Spirit Meteor — that but came to part 
Ere Love or Fear had agonized the heart. 
That precious Spirit may have soared above, 
Where Knowledge never pierced, but only Love ; 
That precious, precious Spirit, borne away 
Ere grief could wound or error could betray. 
Oh ! let that Spirit for one strong hour float 
Around me in my dreams, from gloom remote. 
And lead mine every yearning thought on high 
To bask in sunshine of the upper Sky, 
So overcharged with glory keen and bright. 
That almost deadly unto mortal sight 
Were the soul-dazzling splendour of its light ! 

Death ! in this lowly, still, and green Retreat, 
Gently the pondering mind thou seem'st to greet. 
For, oh ! there is a tenderness serene 
Breathed o'er the quiet of this simple scene, 
A gracious tenderness, with nought of gloom. 
Shed o'er each flow'r-besprent and dew-lit tomb, 
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Found not where costly shrines of regal pride t 
Their ghastly tenants in dark splendour hide — 
Here waves the grass through many a verdant hour, 
Glittering beneath the Summer's beam-crossed show'r; 
Morn — Evening — Night — here mingle evermore 
With Death's broad shadow — spread o'er Earth's smooth 
floor! 

Oh I my deep dreams ! my deep and Mighty Dreams, 

How strong their Empire o'er my Spirit seems — 

(For of Hope — Fear — Doubt — Awe and Wonder blent — 

These weave about our paths a Web wherein we are pent !) 

My deep, deep dreams — though solemn as profound, 

They shed a strong and wond'rous charm around, 

Though many mysteries their vast circle fill, 

(Too fearfully inextricable still I) — 

They make the Scene more hallowed and more dear, 

They make it lovelier and more bright appear 1 

And yet those dreams they are of Death I — whose power 

Is felt far more, in such a peaceful hour ; 
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For Evening now is slowly coming on, 

And Day, with all its charms, is nearly done ; 

And Nature speaks with voice of fond appeal, 

To teach the heart those solemn trudis to feel ; 

For still Man's holiest monitress she is. 

And points his path to wisdom and to bliss ; 

And still she speaks in clear, strong tones, and saith. 

Behold incessant change — continual death. 
Decay still seizing on all forms of mine — 
Oh ! Man I behold my fate, and think of thiner 
Shall Nature's whisp'ring voice, or tempest cry, 
Alike be scorned by mortals — born to die ? 
Shall Nature's thunderings, threatenings, prayers, prove 
vain. 

While zealoasly she storms Man's heart and brain ? 

The Stars, like glowing Visions, float and stream 

Heaven's living Poetry on every beam ; 

They draw the thought to all which is above. 

And claim for loftiest, noblest things — our love. 

Tlie gathered Surges of the haughty Sea, 

Fierce, black, and hoarse, in hours when Storms reign free, 
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Tell fearful tales fmught with profound dismay, 
Of the utter nothingness of dust and clay« 
When the Sea rages, wrestling as 'twould rock, 
With heave convulsive and terrific shock, 
The mighty Heavens upon its thundering Waves, 
Of thousands of the Earth the troublous graves. 
Its voice of strength doth fearfully proclaim 
How weak is Man in his frail mortal frame. 
How weak without Almighty help and aid — 
A gasping trembler — ^powerless and afraid ; 
And the huge billows lift their heads on high, 
Like crested Titans, to assault the sky; 
And frowning Pyramids they seem to form, 
Seen by the Lightning glimpses of the Storm, 
As though to build, on Mockery fierce, intent, 
To those who sink a Moment's Monument ! 
And to their own dark Triumph, proud and high. 
Their own stern Conquest and dread Victory, 
A moment's heaving trophy pile sublime. 
That shames the work of Nations and of time ! 
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Dark lifted to the Firmament's broad arch, 

Vexing the Stars upon their dazzling march ! 

But if in this Jrame — ^in this strange brief Life, 

Oh, Man ! thou'rt frail, and weak 'mid Nature's strife, 

If thou but hearkenest to her counsel sage, 

And studiest carefully her pregnant page, 

What more than glory and what more than power, 

Shalt thou inherit in the appointed hour, 

When the proud Stars shall pale their heavenly fire, 

Doomed each in turn to wither and to expire, 

When the great Sun shall powerless wax and old. 

His rays grown feeble, and his rich smiles cold, 

And all the Heavens surrounding him shall seem 

Like the departing pageants of a Dream — 

When the deep Seas shall leave no trace to tell 

Where once their haughty Surges joyed to swell ; 

Nay, when the globe whereon they heaved is gone, 

And Nature's great and glorious task is done — 

Man's everlasting Spirit shall aspire, 

Through Ages after Ages, higher and higher. 
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New climes of boundless Glory ever try, 

And revel rich in Immortality ! 

Each thought — Creation — ^gifted with a Dower 

Not of its own — but of Almighty Power; 

Each hope — Completion — ^nay, to Hope no more 

Stooping in meek dependence as before — 

Itself its own great Happiness — and Fate 

Its own great Truth — and Circumstance and State ! — 

My thoughts ! my deep and wandering thoughts, be still, 

Nor dare with such dread grandeur thus to thrill ! 



ON THE PORTRAIT OF LADY ASHLEY. 

Oh ! fairest 'mongst a million fair ! 

Witli sunny eyes and floating hair. 

And sylph-like form, and beauteous face, 

And charm of fascinating grace. 

And stamp of an exalted line 

That marks each lineament of thme 1 
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Oh ! fairest 'mongst a myriad fair ! 
Far more than beauty's boast is there. 
Or charm of captivating grace. 
Or pride of a patrician race, 
There lurks the attractive modesQr 
That deprecates the admiring eye; 
The ingenuous candour there is seen, 
That, open, smiling, and serene. 
For evermore accompanies 
Sweet Innocence, that scorns disguise : 
And there, too, above all, appears 
The gentleness that most endears. 
That most can win, and most enthrall — 
'Mid thousand graces, first of all ! 
The brightest jewel in the zone — • 
The cestus round fair woman thrown ! . 
All vestal thoughts, all angel dreams. 
Illumine thine aspect with their beams. 
And charms of form, and charms of mind. 
In thee so sweetly seem combined. 
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That brooding this bright vision o'er. 

The full heart cannot wish for more. 

Could ev'n Imagination seize 

On beauties more divine than these? 

Eyes — ^like the Sun in Morn's young hour, 

When heightened beauty — softened power — 

Make him most Heavenly in the sight. 

Shining with Love's own golden light; 

Lips — that like bruised pomegranates blush 

Still with a deep and deepening flush> 

And brighten with such conquering smiles. 

That their sweet magic spell beguiles 

Craft of its weapons and its wiles — 

Dull Envy of its stings and sneers, 

And Sorrow of its rising tears ! 

Rich hair — like Berenice's own, 

Vinhich erst unmatched — ^unrivalled shone 

Those clustering locks — those glistering braids 

Too precious for these earthly shades. 

Translated to the glorying skies 

To dazzle ev'n Immortal eyes ! 
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These locks of thine might scarcely yield 
To those displayed in that proud field ! 
How richly do they stream unbound, 
In waves of dark luxuriance round, 
And cast soft shadows o'er the light 
Of thy fair beauty, else too bright ! 
Most glorious hair ! that seems to fall 
Just loosened from some delicate thrall. 
In burnished hyacinthine flow, 
The pillar of thy throat of snow, 
And shoulder's sculptured grace below : 
Itself the sole crown for that head — 
Unjewelled and ungarlanded ; 
The only mantle that should hide. 
Those shoulders' alabaster pride ! 
That sole rich veil — whose folds reveal 
Beauties that match those they conceal ! 

Enchantment — Oh ! enchantment's seen 
In those fair features — that sweet mien — 
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Thou fairest 'mongst a myriad fair ! 

Enchantment— Yea ! enchantment's there I 

And yet, no dangerous Circe thou, 

With those meek eyes— that guileless brow. 

'Tis the Enchantment pure and true. 

For ever exquisite and new — 

The magic innocent and rare. 

Which works no spell, and weaves no snare 

That beauty — when 'tis close allied 

With sacred Virtue's modest pride — 

Doth ever blamelessly exert. 

Over the warm and feeling heart ; 

Then the prompt sentence of the eyes. 

The judgment seals and ratifies ! 

Oh ! fairest 'mongst a myriad fair — 

Can pen rehearse the witcheries there ? 
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NO MORE r 



No more — Oh ! it mnst be no more — 

That precious dreaming o'er that precious love ! 

Must, then, such mighty happiness be o'er — 
And must my heart wail like a wounded dove 

No more ? — Oh ! it must be no more ! 

Ne'er shall I know its kindling might again ! — 
That heart-quake of young passion in its power ; 

But faintly droop as flowers beneath the rain — 
And die in dreams of that last meeting-hour 

No more ! — Oh ! it must be no more ! 

And Spring is here, bewilderingly bright — 
A laughing world of sunshine and of rose 

Greets every where the heart, and thought, and sight; 
But all in vain — ^nought brings me now repose. 

No more !— Oh ! it must be no more ! 
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Oh ! the unburied dreams that haunt my mind ; 

Spring I with thy scent-charged flowers do thou enchain. 
Nor let me mourn heart-wasted^ unresigned, 

What mourning never can bring back again ; 
No more ! — Oh ! it must be no more ! 

Past — perished — now — for evermore — and past — 
That costly consciousness of answered love ! 

Let my heart tremble into rest at last, 

And wear the chains it unsuspecting wove I 

No more ! — Oh ! hope must be no more ! 
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ON THE LOSS OF THE ROTHSAY CASTLE 
STEAM- BOAT, 183L* 

Unknown — ^unclaimed — ^tossed as with other weeds 
To silent Earth — and what heart feels or heeds? 
And yet, perchance, these torn chill ashes were 
To kindred bosoms exquisitely dear ; 
Perchance ! Ah ! surely — ^never yet on Earth 
Lived <me unloved, uncherished from his birth ! 
No ! this pale dust hath once most precious been, , 
In eyes that viewed not life's last phrenzying scene,'' 
When the fierce rushing night brought dread and death, 
Stifling the latest prayer, and latest breath. 
Now, the cold Sea to the cold Earth returns 
These reliques wan — o'er which no fond one mourns I 

* Two beautiful sisters were said to have been lost in the Rothsay 
Castle. 
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The stranger on their stranger lineaments. 

Casts a sad gaze, and momently laments ; 

Then with a sorrowing mien he turns away, 

With hurrying steps to leave the unshrouded clay. 

Yet, stranger I turn again ! hast thou ne'er known 

What 'tis to love a something all thine own ? 

Give to these hapless ones a few meek tears, 

Lost in the beauty of their golden years ; 

Look on these pale fair forms — ^these broken flowers— 

Once bright as rose-buds, in Springes vernal hours; 

Adopt these desolate orphans of the grave — 

Bear them afar from the dull moaning wave ; 

Gather with kind and reverential hands 

Their sacred ashes from the tide- worn sands; 

Consign them to some calm unstormy tomb, 

Where broods a tender and a tearful gloom — 

Where breathes no tempest-gust to shake their rest. 

But south-winds sweep the green sward's flowering breast : 

Oh ! how unlike their death-bed — ^yon mad sea — 

Where all was awe and conquering agony ! 

H 2 
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Wliere silent stood a doomed and destined thi*ong — 

The bold — the timorous — and the weak and strong— 

Ev'n as a sculptured groupe of Death — ^to await 

The last stem signal from the hand of Fate — 

Without the shadow of one hope — ^without 

Even the chill comfort of one lingering doubt ; 

Yet if high Love and heavenly Faith were there, 

Thou wert expelled — wert exiled — ^thence, Despair f 

If, conscious of the Almighty Presence, still 

They humbly yielded to the Almighty Will — 

And bowed them meekly to the impending iU, 

And on that anchor and that rock reposed. 

Which still, to the eye that seeks them, are disclosed ; 

llien the worst bitterness of the opening grave 

Was taken from the black and boiling wave ! 

If that same Love that tamed the storms of old — 

The Love Almighty — ^breathed where thunders rolled. 

Oh ! how the tempests in their hearts were stilled. 

Though Heaven and Earth with those wild terrors thrilled; 

I 
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Softer than warblings of the mother dove, 
Pierced through their souls the whisperings of that lote ; 
The shock of the Elements — the roar of Seas — 
Were weak and powerless when compared with these I 
And surely, Gentlest Sufferers — in ymr woe — 
That consolation's might 'twas yours to know ; 
Yes ! we may hope — ^ye fair and beauteous dead — 
Deep blessings o'er your fearful doom were shed ; 
And that 'twas given to ye, when doomed to part — 
To die — soul linked in soul — ^and heart to heart 
With your beloved ones — blessed even thm to share 
That hour's unmeasurable Hope and Fear ! 



I BORE ON MY BROWS. 

I BORE on my brows a burning wreath 

Of youth and hope most bright — 
And I shrank from the very thought of Death, 

Of Solitude and Night ! 

I 
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Wreathed with the myrtle and the rose, 

Was the glowing wreath I wore ; 
But there are lovelier things than those. 

For chastened hearts in store f 

Thank Heaven — thank Heaven — diat one by one 

Such earth-bom blooms decay I 
For when they are withered and andone. 

Spring lovelier things than they I 

I must crown these brows, sublimely now, 

With an everlasting wreath— 
And wean my thoughts from things below. 

From Night — and Earth — and Death I 

For when of old I fondly deemed — 

From these I shrank away; 
Ah me ! I idly, vainly dreamed, 

And stooped me to their sway ! 
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While I but plucied Earth's smiling flowers 

Of Youth — Hipe, Love, and Joy — 
I held to things, vhich fleeting hours 
Can blight and cai destroy I 

But, Oh I thank Haven ! that one by one 
These flowers hm dropped away : 

Now that their breat and bloom are gone, 
I dread not Death sure day ! 

Let me crown my pal and thoughtful brow. 
With flowers of hesenly breath — 

And shrink indeed, an truly now — 
From Earth — and l^ht — ^and Death ! 

Yes — ^powerless was theTeath I wore, 

To battle 'gainst the Ight ; 
But now, indeed, in trut I soar 

Beyond Earth— DeatJ^and Night ! 
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FALSE WORLl ! 

Oh! World! False wld I 
From thee and thin 

My hopes are hurled, 
In swift decline I 

Farewell — ^farewell 

To grief and glee 
No more I dwell 

With them or tb ! 

My thoughts lie crbed, 
In calm uncha^ed — 

Still undisturbed' 
From strife esuiged f 
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To Hope and F^r 
Farewell — farewell — 

No longer here 
In soul I dwell. 

My thoughts are turned 
To worlds more bright — 

For late I mourned, 
Girt round with night ! 

Oh ! World ! False World ! 

How dear thou wert ! 
What dreams lie furled 

Within my heart ! 

Dreams— that of yore 
Were full of might, 

So streaming o'er 
With rich delight ! 
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Dreams that were all 
Of thee and thine — 

Could these enthral 
This heart of mine ? 

Thy pomp — thy pride — 
Thy wealth — ^thy worth — 

And nought beside 
Han fleeting Earth ! 

Thy sheen — ^thy show — 
Thy strength — thy state ! 

(Oh ! shame and woe — 
These stamped my Fate !) 

My dreams were full 

Of these and thee ! 
All else seemed dull 

And dark to me ! 
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The West-Heavens burn 
With dazzling clouds; 

But soon these turn 
To gloomy shrouds. 

And so, Oh ! Earth, 
Thy charms decay ; 

Thy might — ^thy mirth — 
So fades away ! 

But clouds that shone 
O'er Heaven's blue face, 

Fade one by one, 
And leave no trace. 

Once bright of hue, 

They melt away, 
Nor more renew 

Their proud array. 
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Grown dim and cold, 
They shine no more ; 

Their tale is told, 
Their time is o'er. 

But, Oh ! no stain 
They leave behind 

On Heaven's blue plain— 
With Star^fires lined ! 

They leave no trace — 
That eye can see-r- 

But pure their place. 
And fair and free ! 

World ! — thy delights, 

Ere they depart. 
With mortal blights 

Corrupt the heart. 
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Temptations throng 
Round those who cling 

With passion strong 
To each vain thing. 

Those pomps — those shows — 
Those dreams and joys — 

Oft end in woes 
And dire annoys ! 

And leave behind — 
Thus void — thus vain — 

On heart and mind 
A stamp — and stain ! 

Oh ! World ! how weak 
Are they who know 

Alone to seek 

Thy smiles below ! 
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Temptations crowd 
About their way — 

Too soon they're bowed 
Beneath such sway ! 

Awhile perchance 

They sigh and shrink — 
Yet one more glance — 

They smile and sink ! 

Oh! World of Death! 

I know thee now, 
Thine icy breath 

Hath chilled my brow ! 

In time I turn 

From thee away-— 
With strength to spurn 

Thy false Array. 
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My dreams that burned 
Like sunset clouds — 

Like them that turned 
To shadowy shrouds 

That shrank away, 
And fading passed. 

In swift decay — 
Not made to last ! 

At least they left 

No stain to blight — 
Of pomp bereft — 

And hue and light. 

But sternly taught, 
My sobered mind. 

To leave in Thought 
Itself behind ! 
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To scorn such toys 
As these now seem~ 

All Earthly joys — 
Each Earthly dream I 

Those Dreams so bright 
With rapture's glow, 

Fraught with Delight 
Soon changed to Woe 1 

Oh! Woild of Strife!— 
I fly thee now ! — 

The Sea of Life 
Shall peaceful flow ! 

Oh! World of Gloom! 

From thee I part; 
One Mighty Tomb 

In truth thou art ! 
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World— World of Death— 

From thee I fly ; 
To breathe thy breath — 
Is but to die ! 

I shun — who sought 
Thy Storms— thy Strife 

And turn my thought 
To Worlds of Life! 

Farewell — Farewell — 
To good and ill — 

In peace I dwell — 
Resigned and still ! 
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LIFE'S BLESSINGS. 



What are Life's Blessing's? — ^what its best? 
Oh ! not the sunshine of the breast ! 
Not hollow pleasures — ^vain delights, 
But sufferings, sorrows, scorns, and slights 



These, that beat down the struggling will ! 

That teach the haughty soul to be 

Girt round with sweet Humility ! 

And Sorrows deep, and cankering Cares, 

That turn our thoughtless words to prayers — 

Frustrated aims and foundered hopes. 

The mind that grieves — the heart that droops— 

And disappointments — wrongs — and woes. 

When these bid the awful chasm to close. 



Life's trials all — its pangs and pains. 
Its crosses, chastisements, and chains. 
These are its best of Blessings still — 
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That yawns Destruction darkly round 

To those that tread Temptation's ground, 

Just tottering o'er the abyss profound ! — 

The Chasm of ruin and despair, 

Which wide awaits the Wanderer there, 

(If rightly met and meekly borne 

Those trials — of their terrors shorn !) 

Better these Evils thus should fill 

The dark abyss of ruin still, 

Than that our Selves — our Souls should lie 

Within its dread Profundity I 

These sorrows and these pains — even these 

May Heaven's stem wrath avert — appease. 

Wiser we may, and better grow. 

Beneath the infliction and the woe !— ^ 

A mighty Master — Grief ! thou art, 

And thou canst cleanse the blackened heart, 

And purify the mind, and win 

The Soul &om its own darling sin. 

A mighty Master— Grief ! thou art. 

And vast thy School — the Human Heart — 

i2 
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And if thou canst do thus, indeed — 

And if through thee the Soul is freed 

From falsehood and from foolishness, 

And worldly Vanity's excess, 

Surely then — ^surely, thou must be 

(Oh ! grant us this deep truth to see) 

Life's best of blessings — though at first 

Thou seemst its deadliest doom and worst ! 

By thee, to Death we are reconciled. 

For, oh I if Life for ever smiled 

Around us, lovely and serene. 

How could we bear to leave its scene? 

How would the Heart impassioned cling 

To every earthly, worldly thing ! 

Oh ! what fierce pangs should rack that Hearty 

When from its treasures doomed to part ! 

But, Grief! by thee we are early sought — 

Thy lessons are the first we are taught; 

Even the twelvemonths' child, whose brow 

Is smooth as white unprinted snow. 
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Knows something of thy painful touch, 
Though gently dost thou deal with such ! 
And as we wend upon our way, 
We bow yet more unto thy sway. 
Stronger and stronger grows thy grasp, 
More dark each tear — ^more deep each gasp. 
Until we sink by thy dim shrine^ 
And all oier Soul's great powers are thine ! 
Then do we turn our saddened eyes 
From this cold World unto the Skies, 
And cease to fix our fooUsh trust 
On Earth — ^and Earth's frail things of dust, 
To Heaven with chastened hearts we turn — 
Witii nobler, purer zeal we bum. 
And leave the paths of Folly's choice. 
Called by a still — but mighty voice. 
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MUSINGS. 



It is a lovely, lonely, peaceful places 

A feature fair on Nature's fiiirest face; 

And, oh ! how lonely, and how lovely now, 

Since Evening's shadows, in procession slow, 

Come dimly on — and StiUness calm and deep. 

Lies soft in all things, like the dew of sleep. 

Erewhile — and but a little while ago. 

So swiftly hours into each other flow, 

The mirthful scmg-birds filled the dreamy gloom— 

With music that might pierce the impassive tomb ; 

Now not a somid is heard — save to and fro 

These green leaves move— though sure no breeze doth blow, 

Soft as some flowery-margined Fountain's flow ; 

As Heaven and Earth breathed faint the breath of life 

On her — unlike our Being's restless strife ! 

And nature's beauty is around us here. 

To thoughtful bosoms ever deeply dear. 
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Nature — whose glorious Majesty might well 

Smite the struck heart with more than magic spell ; 

For her triumphant greatness and her power, 

Beyond Imagination's soarings tower ! 

Her secrets they are countless — yet behold 

How much doth knowledge to our ken unfold ! 

Her mysteries they are manifold — ^but still 

These have been vanquished by Victorious will I 

Man hath pierced through the cloud — and raised the veil — 

And feareth not her bulwarks to assail ; 

His eye hath looked upon her — where her throne 

Is placed 'mongst worlds more glorious than his own ! 

Oh ! Man ! thou — thou hast followed — ^thou'st pursued 

Even to her shadowy courts of solitude — 

Majestic nature, by her Lord reviewed ! 

The mighty Mother's secrets thou canst sound — 

And plunge into her sea like depths profound ; 

But what — ^save Heaven's stupendous Majesty — 

Shall e'er sound thy deep thoughts' all chainless sea? — 

The Universe it may be thine to scan — 

Thyself— thou'rt the unpierced Universe — Oh ! Man ! 
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Not all the Sages that have ever sought 
To extend the Empire of the mind and thought — 
Nor deep Philosophers — nor Schoolsmen shrewd — 
Have compassed yet — ^howe'er with skill endued — 
That mightiest mystery of themselves — or shown 
Whate'er of power or knowledge was their own — 
The deep dark history of one human heart — 
A Universe within itself — Apart f 

This world — Oh ! Death 1 stern Shadowy King ! is thine- 

To light thy way the glowing sun doth shine; 

To uphold thy foot, this beauteous Earth doth spread — 

All things are thine — Oh ! dreary one and dread f 

Thou hast still mingled with sweet roseate primes, 

And verdant spring-tides — ^all times are thy times; 

Thou hast still come unbidden to the feast, 

For every where art thou the silent guest ; 

Where'er man dwells, there hast thou thy abode — 

For thee the Tide of all past Life hath flowed ! 

Yet we must praise thee — thou art strong to draw 

Our thoughst towards thee — ^with interest and widi awe ! 
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Thou*rt ever strong to interest and to excite, 

Thy dim perspective points towards boundless light ! 

TTie Future through the Spirit thou dost press — 

The Future — ^mightiest still to curse— or bless ! 

And thou the fountains of our thoughts canst chain 

To the great mysteries of thy secret reign— * 

When all we love goes hence — (our soul's blest care — 

Its trust and hope — bequeathing us despair ; 

For all the communings with rapture fraught — 

The gentle joys — the luxuries pure — unbought — 

Of hallowed love — to which Earth's wealth is naught) — 

How do we turn our longing thoughts to thee — 

And seek to dwell ia thy stern company ! 

But," Oh I is't not our folly and our fault, 

If under thy dull shades we choose to halt, 

To shield us from thy sorrows and thy stings — 

The Alraightiest Dove spreads wide His sheltering wings 

The Eternity its guiding rays emits — 

The Godhead breathes through thick starred Infinites — 

And our own conscious spirits ceaseless say, 

" We yet shall soar — ^yet break those bonds of clay !" 
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Shall not the Heavenly and the Almightiest Dove 

Fill us with rapturous faith and trustful love? 

Shall not the Eternity — ^with light Sublime — 

Illume even the intervening wastes of Time ? 

Shall not the glorious Godhead o'er our Souls 

Shine bright-— as where through gladden'd suns it rolls ? 

Shall not our Spirits still reflect its ray. 

And seek the Life tliat passeth not away ? 

This world — stem ruthless Death — it is rwt thine/ 

The Rule thou hast — ere long must thou resign I 
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Where the wonderous and glorious cloud-tracts be. 
Burning with many a dazzling streak, 

Would I walk through mists of light with thee. 
Leaving this Old World — blank and bleak* 



Digitized by 



123 



Yet from this dimmest of dim spheres 

Would I bear some few most precious things, 

Beloved midst Childhood's smiles and tears, 
Though tainted now with Life's dark springs. 

A colour from the empurpled flower — 
A music from the whispering shell — 

A sparkle from the rainbowed shower — 
A perfume from the blossomed dell— 

A verdure from the embowering trees — 
A gladness from the glittering wave — 

A freshness from the wandering breeze — 
A coolness from the o'ershadowing cave ! 

And art thou so beloved then — Earth? 

Can links of Life's long chain be dear ? — • 
I will not leave thee — Place of birth — 

Even for the loveliest Stranger-sphere ! 
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WOMAN AND WOMAN'S LOVE. 



Oh ! Man, through whose imperious, restless soul 
Stern dreams of grandeur and of empire roll, 
Still pant ye for Earth's glorious crowns and thrones, 
Nor heed though thousands' agonizing groans. 
Distracted curses, and discordant cries, 
To Heaven in dread appeal tumultuous rise, 
If proud Ambition prompt, and Fortune grant 
The fatal aid, 'twere well that you should want !— 
For this, disfigured is the Earth's fair face, 
O'erclouded Nature's glory and her grace- 
Victory's Volcano shakes the shuddering world. 
While banners steeped in blood float wide unfurled. 
Till, haply, sated, sickened at the last 
With all the gory triumphs of the past, 
The stormy luxury and fierce joy of War, 
Ye quit at once th' Earth-desdlating Car, 
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And wreak your ener^es on finer aims, 

(But still for Earth's vain plaudits and accl^ms) 

And bid Creation once more reassume 

Its banished brightness and its blighted bloom ; 

Nay, at your word anoUier aspect wear; 

And shine yet more majestic and more fair ! 

Here peak-y-fronting Pyramids arise, 

Attesting columns spurn the invaded skies — 

There lift with pride their brazen gates and walls, 

League- covering — nation-sheltering Capitals ! — 

The laboured Wilderness tamed, vanquished yields. 

The increase confined before to favoured fields — 

The stony rock, the rugged and the rude. 

Smiles with sweet promise, softened and subdued — 

Old mountains are deposed, or lowered, or pierced — 

Floods for their bold wild liberties amerced. 

Pent in and prisoned, and enslaved, and schooled, 

And by a hand of glorious mastery ruled — 

The mighty seas, that thundering shake the shore, 

Are curbed and straitened in their headlong roar. 
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Where massive breakwaters upreared divide 

The impatient foaming of the indignant tide ! 

Earth's depths are ransacked for her gems and ores. 

Her radiant spoils, and her resplendent stores — 

Where gloomy forests spread their shadows round. 

Gay harvests gild the open smiling ground — 

The produce of far climes is wafted o'er 

Unto some alien, uncongenial shore — 

And yet ye do more wond'rous deeds than these. 

With patient energy and peaceful ease ! 

Lo ! mark where Science at her will lays bare 

The secrets of the Earth and of the Air, 

The workings of great Nature's mighty heart 

Detected, pierced, and probed in every part, 

Even where 'mongst worlds of great and glorious scope 

She seems to mock his efforts and his hope ! 

Yes ! there his triumph and success behold — 

The curtain shrinks uplifted and uprolled — 

The cloud is softened and dissolved away, 

Where Night frowned dark, diine gleams of living Day— 
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The mighty Master seems unchecked to move, 

Obeyed by all around, and all above — 

World after world, with chrystal walls and gates, 

At that dread G>nqueror^s call capitulates! — 

Lo ! how he speeds upon his path of power. 

Though deepest mysteries o'er his progress lower — 

How doth he toil upon his task of Pride, 

Nor pause till light is thrown on ev*ry side ! 

Those orbs that through the Heavens majestic roll, 

Like the great thoughts of an Eternal Soul, 

Are taught their splendid secrets to reveal — 

The spell is spoken — ^shattered is the seal ! 

Upon their radiant and immortal way 

They are questioned by the ambitious Child of clay — 

Their mighty futures and mysterious fates, 

With fine precision he unerring states; 

Upon their march of majesty and might, 

Are they — the .Thrones of Time and Lords of Light — 

Forestalled — almost it might appear, foredoomed 

(Such high authority hath he assumed) 
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By him who walketh for a little while 

Before their presence, and beneath their smile^ 

Then sinks into his Earth, and all forgets. 

The Sun that rises, and the Sun that sets ; 

And to his children leaves it to observe 

If from the paths he prophesied they swerve ; 

But, lo ! they swerve not — steadfast and sereney 

Mark them fulfil the course he had foreseen I 

As though these dared not disappoint his dream. 

Nor mar the glory of his noble scheme ; 

As these dared not dispute and disobey 

His stern authority — his Soul's strong sway; 

Aye ! as they dared not falsify and foil 

His proud assertion, and defeat his toil I 

While thiis, though far in space' clear depths enshrined^ 

Their destinies are fathomed and devined, 

And to the gaze of wond'ring eyes exposed. 

Imperiously devined, and fearlessly disclosed. 

Yes ! Man hath made his empire to extend 
Proudly and nobly, without bound or end ; 
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Still, without faultering, doth he onwards press. 

To Nature's farthest shrine and last excess. 

Such are the Victories — such the works of Mind ! 

Till Thought o'ertasked — overwrought, reels black and blind, 

Dazzled with too much light (while th' ardent will 

Would gather Knowledge upon Knowledge still 

And Might combine with Might, and Skill with Skill,) 

Till Haughty with that Knowledge and that power, 

Man's lofty Spirit doth unbending tower. 

And his high heart elate with triumph grows. 

As though he gave the laws he dares expose ! 

As though Hwas his to arrange that perfect plan : 

Tis only his to follow and to scan — 

His to establish the Order he evolves, 

To originate the Scheme he Sounds and solves ! 

Man ! still the mastery and the rule maintain. 
And triumph in your undisputed reign, 
And still the monarchs and the masters be — 
Exult ye in your sway and sovereignty ! 

K 
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Be still of this Majestic World the Kings ! 

Extend your rule o*er all terrestrial things 

Still claim, and keep as your own right from birth, 

This Empire proud of the Universal Earth ! 

Claim Science, Knowledge, Glory for your own. 

And hold the Sceptre still, and fill the throne ; 

Receive transcendant Nature's richest fees — 

Keep the great Universe*s glorious Keys-^ 

The strong Keys of its vast unnumbered wards ! — 

And of Creation reign the undoubted Lords I 

Weave round your brows the laurel's shining wreath. 

And sound your Victories with the trumpet's breath ; 

Strict laws on all around ye, still impose — 

While spreads your lofty fame — your triumph grows ! — 

Unfold majestic mysteries and august. 

And soar beyond this darkness and this dust ! 

Oh f man — the ruler and the chief remain. 

Nor find a rival to your splendid reign ; 

Aye ! keep your proud dominion and renown. 

Preserve the charter and possess the crown ! 
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Retain your trophies, and re|>eat your toils, 

Grasp your deserved success, and glean your spoils ! 

Keep ye the insignia of your sovereign state — 

The emblems of your great and lofty fate. 

And all the bold inventions that bestow 

Your high and dread supremacy below ; 

Still make your own the Sciences and the Arts, 

Keep, keep your optic tubes — ^retorts and charts. 

Your sun-dipped pencils and your flame-tipped pens, 

The loadstone, and the lever, and the lens ; 

And keep your proud distinctions still your own, 

Each badge and sign that makes your mastery known — 

Yoiur sceptres, helms, your mitres, palms, and globes, 

Your truncheons, laurels, scutcheons, crowns, and robes ; 

Your chariots, and your banners, and your swords. 

Your mighty revenues and dazzling hoards ! — , 

Of subjugated Earth remain the lords. 

And of the conquered elements — ^and still 

Advance from state to state, from skill to skill ; 

Add greatness, unto greatness evermore. 

And spread your wide command, from shore to shore. 

k2 
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Lo ! there is one — meek one, at your side, 
To sway, superior — and too pure for pride ; 
Yet she too claims an empire for her own, 
A blameless sceptre, and a peaceful throne-^ 
She hath a province and a place apart — 
Proud Ruler of the World !— it is thy heart! 
Ah ! doth she envy thee — thy strength — ^thy state— 
And strive to be as powerful and as great — 
Thy might — thy glory — doth she seek to share? 
No ! — all she hopes — ^and all she asks— is there! 
And let her mourn not o'er a broken Hope, 
Nor bid her crownless head, dejected droop; 
But let her wear her own sweet smiles in peace. 
So shall her gende joy nor fade nor cease — 
Leave, leave to Woman her fair myrde-wreath. 
Unshadowed by Despair, unscathed by Death ; 
Let every leaf be green, and pure, and bright, 
Love is the crown that gilds her Soul of Light ! 
She smiles away from her the gauds of power, 
Nor heeds though dark her changed horizon lower. 
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Though the atmosphere around be fraught with gloom, 

Though at her feet should yawn the frowning tomb, 

If Love's dear voice but whisper to her soul, 

And in her sight he spreads his starry scroll — 

Then all is well ! — though suffering, gloom, and care, 

And all the ills and griefs of life be there. 

And, oh ! the sway, the splendour, and the state. 

To her can be but as a grief and weight, 

A sorrow, and a suffering, and a sting, 

Pain's certain source, and Misery's fertile spring. 

If unaccompanied, oh ! Love, by thee. 

That still the Angel of her Life must be ! — 

And all is wrong !— and bitterness and care 

Attend her and become her mournful share — 

'Twas thus of old the fair Egyptians mourned. 

Torn from that Land to which they ne'er returned. 

To be indeed advanced to high estate. 

To them how dark a woe — how dire a weight ; 

Bound by their sad alliance, they deplored 

And languished for the Land so much adored, 
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Desiring but one draught of its sweet stream, 

Till past their life in that distracted dream — 

Perchance the chosen of their souls remained 

In that far Home, by Fate's caprice detained. 

Then all that was in Egypt was beloved, 

And all abhorred, from its dear soil removed ! 

By the deep Voice of buried feelings called, 

Till every pulse was thrilled, each power was thralled, 

They wandered weary on their darkened way. 

Wailed through the night, and then wept down the day ! 

Around their brows the royal diadem blazed. 

But, oh ! how gladly would they then have raised 

That cumbrous diadem from the aching brows, 

Cold, colourless, and cold as wintery snows ! — 

The jewelled mantles round their forms were thrown. 

How gladly too would they have laid these down, 

And from their dazzling shoulders have unbound 

The gorgeous folds that swept resplendent round. 

Could they have been from those strange shores removed, 

Once more restored unto the Land they loved ! 
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Could they have been by pitying hand set free, 

And borne back to their Home of Infancy. 

But this might not be ! — and they pined away, 

And fainter waxed with each succeeding day ; 

They pined on their proud thrones with fevered thoughts, 

And vainly yearned for the forbidden draughts 

Of their own distant and divided stream. 

In that distracted and delirious dream ; 

Full many a strange caprice hath restless grief, 

And still she seeks on all sides for relief. 

And dreams, and doubts, and wishes, and believes. 

And every diance impression still receives ;^ 

And still retains with fond tenacious hold, 

And to her will, the stubborn truth would mould; 

With wild delirious desperation still 

She grasps those things which ne'er her hopes fulfil ! 

Those things which caused not, nor can cure the ill. 

Thus did those martyrs of a love-born grief 

Cling wildly to the fond and vain belief 

That those sweet draughts could make their anguish less, 

And soothe their suffering, and console and bless ! — 
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Draughts from the old Royal Stream, of whose dear tide 

They whilom drank — ere hope within them died ! — 

That stream they quaffed of yore, when all looked bright^ 

And Earth and Heaven seemed one to their glad sight ! 

In their Heart's sunny times and cloudless years — 

Their Life's fair rosy seasons-^while fond tears 

Channelled their pallid cheeks — (by the alien air — 

Into no healthful glow, warmed brightly there. 

But tinted with the hectic flush of care) ; 

And burning sighs their gentle bosoms heaved— 

By sighs, nor tears, or lightened, or relieved ; 

Even so pined vainly on a foreign strand. 

The Royal lilies pf old Egypt's land — 

Captives and victims they — though all around 

Was glad and lovely — ^but no joy they found — 

Whose hearts, not hands, were fettered and were bound ; 

Mocked vainly with the show of Liberty — 

They could not seek their dear ones — could not die ! 

Their gorgeous palaces and cities fair. 

Might not distract them from their one despair- 
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Dearer thm all to them their cherished chain, 
And their sole pleasure centred in their pain ! 
And, Oh ! how closely were they fettered down — 
These weary wearers of the overwhelming crown ; 
The winds swept freely through the skies above — 
The streams did in the joy of freedom move — 
The birds spread joyously their fluttering wings — 
The smile of Freedom lightened o'er all things ; 
But they were bowed beneath an iron reign. 
And their heart's wreathen fibres wrought their chain ; 
For, Oh I the heart too fondly wooed its care. 
By one o'erpowering dream still haunted there 
One dream of love, and passion, and despair — 
Its fibres and its pulses evermore, 
Thrilled to the thoughts, which pierced it to the core : 
Haunted, overwearied, and nor soothed, nor quelled. 
Till from the seat of Life the fount of Life had welled. 

Woman must live to love — or live to mourn 
For one dear destiny designed and born I 
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The thousand interests and the unnumbered aims, 

Which each in turn Man's fond attention claims, 

For her are nothing — raised above them all, 

She never heeds their claim, nor hears their call 

For her — Life's noisy changes come and part, 

And leave a hopeless silence of the heart; 

Unless Lovers voice pierce through them sweet and clear, 

And then Lov^s Voice alone 'tis hers to hear I 

Tlien is she roused — and all her soul returns — 

A deep, deep answer, and responsive burns ! 

Still let her gladly through Life's wild scenes move. 

And crown her with that angel crown of Love — 

That precious diadem of starry light, 

Yea ! let it wreathe her brow for ever bright ! 

Still let it shine unshattered and unstained. 

From Heaven received — for Heaven be it retained ! 
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THE GREEK GIRL'S LAMENT. 

'TwAS a Greek girl — far, far from her own land, 
And like a statue did she speechless stand, 
Beneath the alien — the unfamiliar skies 
Dull to her heart, though beauteous to her eyes. 

She thought upon her country's plains and hills — 
(Oh ! how that thought the exiled Spirit thrills) — 
She thought upon its glories — its disgrace — 
Its lofty sires — and its degenerate race ! 

Its beauty — and its brightness — and its woe — 
And the checked tears of grief refused to flow ! 
But thus, at length, from that o'erwearied heart. 
Gushingly did the deep complainings part ! 
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" My Land — my beauteous Land — ^my loved and lost ! 

Oh radiant clime of battle and of story ! 
Land of the immortal choir — the unconquered host ! 

Oh ! Land of Love, and Poesy, and Glory ! 

Still doth the Sun, with soft and sacred beams, 
Shine with a pure and holy lustre o'er thee — 
Kindling thy woods, and kissing thy fair streams. 
As though 'twere moved to pity and to adore thee ! 

" Though Earth forget thee— thou ! her pride and boast ! 

The Sun amidst the Heavens still stamps thee fairest f 
O'er thee his looks of Love are lavished most — 

His glory still in thy decline thou wearest ! 

" Still roll thy rivers, beautiful and bright— 

Unchoked by tears, and yet unstained by slaughters ! 

While still the stars of Night's sweet hour weep light 
O'er these blue breathless tides and burnbhed waters ! 



Digitized by 



141 



" But I, — thy daughter, — mourn alas, afar — 

Nor share thy sorrows now — nor bless thy beauty — 

Yet, Oh ! mine own sweet Land ! nor Sun nor Star 
Is bound to thee by such dear ties of duty ! 

" Bear, bear me hence ! here Peace and Freedom 
reign — - 

But Peace and Freedom bring to me no pleasure ; 
Oh ! Greece ! the effort to forget is vain — 
Within thy breast is shrined my soul's deep trea- 
sure ! 

" Bear, bear me hence ! a happier lot 'twill be. 
With thee enduring — and with thee despairing — 

Than in strange lands to dwell amongst the free — 
No ! let me wear the chain that thou art wearing ! " 

Then died the passion of that strain away — 
And heavy silence on the still air lay ! 
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But, Oh ! it was the soul's own fervent sigh — 
Its deep and mournful echoes shall not die ! 
The immortal accents shall be heard above — 
Truth shall respond to Truth — Love answer Love ! 
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